EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD- AFTERNOON- ESTABLISHING

A typical middle class neighborhood.

EXT. LEVY HOUSEHOLD- SAME- ESTABLISHING

Just like the rest of them, but on a closer look-

We see the paint is peeling away, dead leaves overflow from the gutters.

INT. HOUSE- SAME

Clean and empty. A nice house.

INT. GIRLS ROOM- SAME

Pretty and pink. The room basks in the afternoon sunshine.

Scattered on the floor are photo’s, cards from ex-boyfriends and array of shoeboxes. A doll sits obediently on her lap.
Sorting them is TARYN LEVY, 16, gaunt, attractive. Nothing more.

Taryn stands up. Picks up the doll. Sits on her bed. She reaches under the bed. Out comes a KNIFE. She strokes the blade, humming softly. 

And with a butcher’s precision she slits her wrists.

With her own blood she scribbles indiscriminately on the wall. Dying, she slides down against the wall. She closes her eyes-

EXT. HOUSE- EARLY EVEENING 

A car pulls into the driveway. The garage door opens. The car slides in.

INT. GARAGE- SAME

CAREN LEVY, 38, attractive, gets out the car. She is your typical soccer mom.





CAREN




Julia, I’m not saying it again,




get out the car.

A baby voice cries out.






JULIA




No!






CAREN




Fine, you punished.
Caren, head shaking, muttering, opens up the boot and begins to gather the millions of shopping bags.

EXT. OFFICE BLOCK-ESTABLISHING- EARLY EVENING


A solid high-rent office block, smack in the middle of town.

INT. DENTIST OFFICE- SAME

A man is huddled over a patient: A cute little girl, who is scared to death and wriggling like a mental patient.

The man slaps off his mouthpiece to reveal the smiling, alluring face of Doctor HAROLD LEVY.






HAROLD




Now Katie, I’m going to need you to




be still. One of your teeth is sick 




and I need to drill into him. If you




keep still, I have a little present




waiting for you.

Katie stops her shenanigans, giving Harold a toothy smile. Harold fetches something from his desk...

...It is a BARBIE.






HAROLD




Only if you good.

He clamps her mouth open and switches on the drill. 

GRRRRRR! GRRRRR!

INT. LIVING ROOM- SAME

Caren drops the shopping on the floor.





CAREN





(calls)




Taryn...

She scans the room. Just like she left it.






CAREN (conti’d)




Honey...

Caren fidgets for a cigarette. She lights one, inhaling nervously, her breaths abrupt.






CAREN (conti’d)




Taryn, honey, you here?

Silence.

Caren, panic stricken, takes out her phone.






CAREN




Hi Linda, no fine thanks, I was




wondering if Taryn is at Kim’s-

She stops in mid sentence. Something has caught her eye-
IT’S TARYN’S SCHOOL BAG

Undisturbed by the kitchen door.

She drops the cell phone. SMASH!

Caren charges up a flight of stairs...she tries to open Taryn’s door. It’s locked. She BANGS on it, frantic, unsure, a million things going through her mind.

INT. DENTISTS ROOM- SAME

THE DRILL
sinks into Katie’s tooth.

EXT. TARYN’S ROOM- SAME

Caren is in a flat panic.






CAREN




Taryn! open up right now young



lady, right now, Taryn!, Taryn!




God’s sake.

Caren kicks the door. It shakes, rattles and then-

Explodes open and Caren is met with a sight too ghastly for any parent. 
At this moment we SMASH CUT TO:

INT. DENTIST’S OFFICE- SAME

The DRILL
Penetrates the gum, sending blood splatters all over Harold’s mouthpiece.

BACK TO- TARYN’S ROOM

We see Taryn, Caren’s eldest daughter propped upright against the wall, dead in a pool of her own blood.

In her grip is the doll, perfectly preserved.

On the wall, is a picture of two stick figures holding hands.
Caren rushes to Taryn. She holds her limp body tightly, swaying her like a toddler. 






CAREN




It’s okay baby, you sleep, sssh.
INT. DENTISTS OFFICE- SAME

Harold removes his bloodied mouthpiece. He dabs the girls bleeding mouth
with a tissue.


Harold’s Secretary SUE BARKER, a heavy woman with an oily face, rushes into the office. In her hand is a cordless phone.






SUE




It’s your wife, she sounds terrible.
Harold snatches the phone.






HAROLD





(to patient)




Just hold it there Katie. 

He exits the room.






HAROLD




Caren, what’s the matter? Sue says




you sound terrib-

Harold’s face collapses like a pack of cards.






HAROLD




No, you’re mistaken, impossible.

Harold turns off the phone. Hands it back to Sue. 






SUE




Harold, what’s wrong...






HAROLD




I must be going Sue, make sure




the office is locked.






SUE




Harold, please you can talk to




me.

Too late. Harold is out of there.

EXT. HAROLD’S CAR- SAME

The car dodges traffic, weaving intricately in and out.

EXT. LEVY HOUSE- LATER

An ambulance and a police vehicle are stationed outside.

Harold arrives home. He gets out the car, sprints to the front door. He sees Caren sitting on the front porch. She sips a steaming cup of coffee.






HAROLD (OS)




Where’s she?






CAREN




They taking her away now...

A trolley with body bag rolls out the front door.
Harold grabs onto the body forcing the medics to stop.






HAROLD




Let me see her.






MEDIC




Sir, I’m not sure-

He unzips the body bag...

And is met with a face so pale, so lifeless that he shirks away. 





HAROLD




Zip it up, I can’t...

They seal the bag, and wheel it away.

Harold puts a hand on Caren’s shoulder.






HAROLD




How could she do this to us?





CAREN




I-I don’t understand, she was my baby



and now, she’s gone, like that. There’s




a reason Harold, and if God’s my witness




I’ll find out the truth.

INSERT: TITLE

2 WEEKS LATER

INT. LINGE/DINING ROOM- NIGHT

Harold and Caren relax on the sofa, a bottle of red and the T.V keeping them company.





CAREN




...Harold will you check on Julia,




please.

Harold gives Caren an obliging kiss. He gets up. Leaves.

INT. JULIA’S ROOM- SAME

JULIA, 5, cute as hell, scribbles like some mad artist, a dirty piece of paper her canvas. A doll lies listlessly on her lap.

Harold enters the room. 






HAROLD




Julia, don’t you think it’s bed-



time my sweety?

Julia stops her activities. She places her master piece and drawing utensils on the floor. 

Harold approaches. He tucks her in tightly. Julia holds the doll to her chest.






HAROLD (conti’d)




Would you like daddy to tell you




a story? 

Julia’s face brightens at this prospect.






HAROLD




Once upon a time there was an old




goat, who had seven little kids. She




loved them dearly, even though they 




were often very naughty. Their cottage




was on the edge of a forest, which was




the home of a big, bad wolf.

Harold slides his hands under the covers.






HAROLD (conti’d)




The wolf knew all about the old




goat’s kids, and he spent a lot




of time wondering how he could




catch them, and eat them.

Julia’s grip on her doll tightens, until it becomes a squeeze. Harold’s voice becomes lost to us and then-
The doll drops to the floor, its beady eyes looking on pleadingly.

INT. LANDING- SAME
Harold makes his way down the stairs. Caren is sobbing... Harold comforts her.

Caren points at the T.V.






CAREN




It was her favourite, Harold




(she laughs despite herself)




remember, she wouldn’t miss it for




the world.






HAROLD




I know, every Friday night, it would



be war, but she always got her way.

CAREN




I want her back. I want the good



times, the shouting, the boys, I




want it all.

HAROLD




Sssshhh...

Harold moves his hand through Caren’s hair...caressing her gently, pulling himself tighter towards her.
Caren sits bolt upright, tucking her knees to her a chin.

CAREN




Not now Harold...
HAROLD




Common, hon, it’s been nearly three weeks.

Harold yanks Caren’s shoulders so that she loses balance.
Caren Repulsed. Disgusted. Ashamed. Gets off the couch.






CAREN




This isn’t right, this type of




behaviour, it makes me doubt you,




Harold.






HAROLD




Doubt me, please, we all have




to move on here...

Caren collects the blankets from the couch.






CAREN
Then our ideas about closure, 



Harold are very different.





.

Caren exits the room. Harold parks off in front of the T.V.

INT. STUDY- LATER

A smart room with fine oak cabinets and an even better whiskey collection.

Harold is stooped near the floor. He is fidgeting with something...

It’s a SAFE. He slides it open to reveal...

...THREE BRAND NEW BARBIE DOLLS. 

He picks them up and admires them for a beat.

HAROLD chooses one. He places the others back in the safe.

INT. LOUNGE- SAME

Harold tucks the Barbie under the couch. He switches off the T.V. Goes to sleep.
EXT. A COTTAGE- MIDDAY-ESTABLISHING 

A pretty little thing nestled in a leafy suburb.

A brass sign on the door reads:

Dr. Herberta West

Clinical psychologist/Educational therapist.

INT. OFFICE- SAME

A child’s haven. Toys, sweets and bright colours. The perfect distraction for a young mind.

Caren sits at the desk of DOCTOR HERBERTA WEST. A shrewd and focused woman, with flowing grey hair that reaches the small of her back.

On the desk is an array of drawings. The doll from earlier is propped up against a jar of sweets.

On the floor is Julia, engaged in an imaginary game of some sort.






DR. WEST




...you mentioned earlier that Julia’s




behahiour is becoming erratic... 






CAREN




I’m not sure exactly, but she doesn’t




laugh anymore, you know, and when she




does,




(points to doll)




it’s with that doll.






DR. WEST




Taryn gave her that doll?






CAREN




Yes, about six months ago.

Dr. West picks up the drawings from the desk.

The DRAWINGS

Are messy and dark. Each one contains a picture of two girls holding hands. 






DR. WEST




How long has she been drawing




these for, Mrs. levy?






CAREN




Since Taryn died, before that she




didn’t draw much, and when she did,




it was kids stuff, you know, like




butterflies and rainbows.

Dr. West picks up her coffee taking a long sip.





DR. WEST




Caren, I’m going go to be frank here...




Julia is displaying signs of a deep




and ever increasing state of denial.






CAREN




Denial?






DR. WEST




Yes, Julia has clearly not accepted




Taryn’s sudden death, and is projecting




this confusion onto the world around her.

Herberta picks up the doll.






Dr. WEST (conti’d)




Take this doll for example. Taryn




gave it to her, and now in her mind




she sees it as her only avenue of




rationalizing this seemingly




incomprehensible situation.






CAREN




Surely she knows Taryn is not




physically here...






DR. WEST




Yes...






CAREN




But she’s adamant she can talk to her.






DR. WEST




As I said, she’s in denial.






CAREN




How can I teach her doctor?






DR. WEST




I’m afraid, it’s not that simple,




she requires intensive therapy... 

Caren locks her attention on Julia, oblivious and happy.






DR. WEST (conti’d)




Julia’s signs are very worrying,




especially her inability to express




herself, expression, you see, is 




what a child’s Julia age relies on.
CAREN





(exasperated)



Then why won’t she express herself




to me?

DR. WEST




It’s simple Mrs. Levy, she doesn’t



trust you.

INT. DENTIST’S ROOMS- AFTERNOON

Harold is preparing to leave. Briefcase and car keys entrenched in his hand.






HAROLD





(calls)




Sue, I’m going for lunch, hold




all my calls.

He exits the room.

INT. HAROLD’S CAR- SAME

Harold slides his hand effortlessly through the gear changes.

EXT. CAR- SAME

The car stops by a sidewalk.

Pull back to reveal-

A PRIMARY SCHOOL

Dozens of children enjoying their break time. GEORGIE MCLAIN (11), cute, all puppy fat, pulls up her socks.

HAROLD

Eyes her out.
He climbs out the car...moves towards the front of the school.

Harold summons Georgie. She’s there, no fuss.






HAROLD




Hey...






GEORGIE




Hey...






HAROLD




How’s school?






GEORGIE




Fine.






HAROLD




Feel like getting away?

The suggestion catches Georgie off guard.

GEORGIE





Where to?






HAROLD



Just a ride, I want to show you




something, you might like it.






GEORGIE




My mom says-






HAROLD




I know what your mom says, I won’t




hurt you, I just want to show you




something.

Georgie has bought it. She looks around. Everyone is still playing. She runs out the gate...

And into Harold’s car, where he waits. He starts the engine. The car pulls away.






HAROLD




Look in my bag.

She does and finds a brand new BARBIE. She rips it out the bag.






HAROLD (conti’d)




It’s for you.

Her face sprays elation.






GEORGIE




I always wanted this one, thank




you.

HAROLD




Now, I want something from you...

He places her hand on his lap.

INT. LOUNGE- NIGHT

Harold watches T.V. Caren sorts through piles of washing.






HAROLD




Did you take Julia to that child




psychologist? 






CAREN




Yip.






HAROLD




And...






CAREN




And what, Harold?






HAROLD




Come Caren, I need to know these




things.






CAREN




Julia requires intensive therapy, the




doctor says she’s in some kind of 




denial. 






HAROLD




I could have told you that, I hear her




sometimes, talking to that doll, like




it’s Taryn, even using Taryn’s voice.

Caren sticks her hand in a trouser pocket. She pulls out a tiny pair of PANTIES. She stares at them for a beat, and then like a child putting one and one together, it clicks.






CAREN




Harold, what, whose are these?

Harold looks up. Shock. Horror. Guilt, is smeared on his face.






CAREN





(Realizing)




Harold, it’s been you all along.
HAROLD




Me?





CAREN




You did it, all of it.

Caren launches a barrage of washing at Harold. He takes cover behind a door.






HAROLD




You’ve got it all wrong, Caren,




you just stressed, that’s all.






CAREN




You’ve been molesting our daughters,




that’s why Taryn killed herself, she




couldn’t deal with it, the shame you




caused her, and now Julia, but you won’t




hurt her.






HAROLD




I can change, I’m sick Caren, I 




need help.

CAREN





(maniacal)




No, you better run Harold, otherwise




I’ll kill you, get out, GET OUT! 

Harold flees into the garage.

INT. GARAGE- SAME

He hops in his car. Pumps the engine.

EXT. HOUSE- NIGHT

Harold’s car disappears into the darkness.

INT. HERBETA’S COTTAGE- NIGHT

RING, RING

A hand fumbles for the phone. Herberta answers.

INTERCUT with Caren.






HERBERTA




Herberta West.






CAREN




It was him all along, Herberta.






HERBERTA




Who is this?






CAREN




It’s Caren, my own husband has been




molesting my daughters, I don’t know




what to do...






HERBERTA




Phone the police, Caren, that’s




what you do, I’ll be over right now.

INT. HAROLD’S CAR- SAME

He wipes his sweating brow. His eyes glazed like that of a coma patient.
Suddenly-

His headlights catch something on the side of the road. Two small figures holding hands.

He checks his rearview mirror, but they have been sucked back into the darkness.

He looks ahead and HITS HIS BREAKS.

The same figures stand motionless in the road. The car skids, stopping right in front of them.

Nerves shot. Heart racing. He braves it...he gets out the car...
EXT. CAR- SAME

...moves towards the two figures, which are:

TWO YOUNG GIRLS

They are no more than eight. Identical, pale, bursts of mists pumping from their mouths.






HAROLD




Hello there.

Icy stares greet him.






HAROLD (conti’d)




Would’da like a lift?

The girls turn to each other, then move in perfect unison. They brush past Harold and climb in the car. They both sit in the front seat.
Harold stares back at these two statues in his car. He shakes his head, disgruntled.

INT. LEVY HOUSE- LATER

Caren, faced drenched with tears is on the phone.






CAREN




I want to report an emergency, 6




Brammell way Retreat, please be




quick.

She hangs up.

INT. CAR- LATER

Silence. The girls gaze into the darkness. The craggy voice of a DJ the only sound.

Harold turns the radio off.






HAROLD




Where’d you girls want to be?






GIRLS





(in unison)




We’ll tell you when to stop.




We nearly there.

INT. LEVY HOUSE- SAME

Caren paces back and forth.

KNOCK, KNOCK

Caren opens the door. Standing outside are two cops, Herberta accompanies them.

A rugged man, with broad shoulders speaks first, this is DETECTIVE SCALIA.






SCALIA




Evening Miss Levy, I’m detective Scalia




and this is my partner, detective Becker,

SCALIA (conti’d)




Miss West over here has notified us




on the current situation at hand, and




I propose we leave immediately.






BECKER




Mrs. Levy, have you any idea where




he might have gone?






CAREN




I know he took the highway, but




he could be anywhere...






SCALIA




Okay, the highway it is, we’ll stop




and gather information along the way.






CAREN




Wait, let me call my daughter.




(calls)




Julia..., Julia...

No answer.






CAREN




I’m just going to fetch her.
INT. JULIA’S ROOM

Caren enters. It’s empty. 






CAREN




Julia? No time for games honey...

She searches the room...

...she opens a cupboard. Empty.

Under the bed. Nothing.

Then a chilling breeze catches her... Shivering she moves to the window...about to close it, she spots something outside:

A PINK ALICE BAND

Caren freezes.






CAREN




No...

She thunders out the room.

INT. DOORWAY- SAME

Waves of concern echo from the group. Caren is in tatters, a blubbering incomprehensible mess.





CAREN




H-he took Julia can’t lose




her too no I won’t.

HERBERTA




Caren, ssssh, slow down, tell us




what happened?






CAREN




Harold, took, Julia.






SCALIA




Come Mrs. Levy, we must go, every




second is now critical.

Herberta puts a comforting arm around Caren.






HERBERTA




He’s right, we must go, now.

EXT. HOUSE- NIGHT

The police car speeds off.

EXT. HAROLD’S- LATER

The car turns off onto a beaten, dusty path.

INT. CAR






GIRLS




Stop here.

EXT. CAR- SAME

The car stops in front of a broken gate, which swings freely on its rusted hinges.

INT. CAR






HAROLD




This is it? Where’s the house?

GIRLS




Along that path.

Harold squints. He sees a wooden structure. More of a hut than a house.






GIRLS




Would you like to come in and see?

Harold deliberates.






HAROLD




Where are your parents?






GIRLS




Out. They always out.

INT. HUT- NIGHT

They enter. The place is dusty and abandoned. Insects beat desperately around a dying light bulb. Harold sits on a broken sofa.





GIRLS




Can we sit too?

They don’t wait for a reply. They take a seat, one on each side of Harold.






GIRLS




Tell us a story...






HAROLD




I don’t have any...






GIRLS




Yes, you do, tell us the one




you always tell Taryn.

Harold stiffens. Uncomfortable. 






HAROLD




How’d you know about that?






GIRLS




Because, she tells us silly.

The girls giggle.

They stop. Turn their attention to a dark corner of the room.

Something shifts in the darkness.

Harold’s face is pale.






HAROLD




What’s that?






GIRLS




Taryn, silly.

A pale hand reaches out of the blackness. In its grip is a DOLL- the same one from previous. The hand twists and contorts the tiny figure. A voice emerges.






TARYN




Dad...






HAROLD




This is some sick game...
A FACE edges into the dim light. Shards of light catching the repulsive features.

Taryn’s face is skeletal, dry blood forming a horrid crust around her mouth.






TARYN




Bye dad.

A PLASTIC BAG

Crashes onto Harold’s face. The twins hold on for dear life. Harold’s body convulses, lashing out in every direction, his eyes like golf balls.

The frenzy slows down...and then halts.

EXT. POLICE CAR- NIGHT

The barren highway has given way to a small country road.

INT. CAR- SAME

An uneasy silence. Caren smokes a cigarette.






SCALIA




A few years ago I worked on a case




in these neck of the woods, not to




similar to yours, Mrs. Levy. 

Caren flicks the cigarette out of the window.






CAREN




What happened?






SCALIA




A couple of girls, bit older than yours,




found murdered, strangled, both parents




dead next to them, but that wasn’t the 




worst of it...to this day I can’t shake




the image, you see, both girls were found



covered in their father’s semen.






CAREN




Why are you telling me this?






SCALIA




Because, I won’t let it happen again,



trust me, I’ll, we’ll find your daughter.

INT. CABIN- LATER

The lifeless and naked body of Harold is strapped to a chair which is tilted slightly, against the sofa. Attached to his groin is a long spike, dangling like some twisted Christmas decoration.

Julia stands in front of him. The twins lurk like phantoms in the BG.

JULIA




Dad, wake up, wake up.

Harold stirs, barely conscience. 






HAROLD




Julia? Is that you Julia?






JULIA




Yes daddy, it’s me.






HAROLD




Help me, Julia, please.






JULIA




Taryn says I can’t.

Harold catches a glimpse of the dangling spike.

HAROLD




Jeeses, take it off me Julia.

He struggles, rabid with distress. He’s fastened too tight.





HAROLD (conti’d)




Please sweety, I need help here.

Julia doesn’t budge. The twins flank Julia. The three girls undress.






HAROLD




Stop this. Please.
AN INSECT

Sizzles on the smoking light bulb.




A beat. The blade begins to rise until it’s in line with his chest. Harold sobs.





HAROLD




Help me! Please, Help me!

THE DOLL

Flies out of the darkness arrowing in towards the spike.

HAROLD’S EYES

Are stretched in terror. 

THE GIRLS

Join hands.

SMACK! The doll smashes into the spike, shoving it into Harold’s stomach. A stream of blood leaking onto the floor.

EXT. CAR- SAME

It’s right by the path.

INT. CAR

Caren catches sight of Harold’s car.






CAREN




Stop, I see his car.

EXT. THE HUT- SAME

They sneak up to the hut.






BECKER




This is it, isn’t it, Scalia?






SCALIA




Yes, the exact same spot where I found




those two girls.

CAREN




You think they in there?






SCALIA




We’ll find out soon enough.

Becker knocks on the door. Scalia pulls out his 45.






BECKER




Harold Levy, you under arrest, give




yourself up ,it’s over.

Nothing. Just the eclectic sounds of a country night.

BECKER (conti’d)



Right, we coming in.

Scalia with one kick smashes the door open.

INT. ROOM- SAME

Julia stands over Harold’s lifeless frame. Besides her, the room is completely empty.






JULIA




Mommy...

She runs to give her mom a hug. Caren showers her with kisses.






CAREN




My baby...
Scalia picks up the doll by Harold’s feet.






SCALIA




Does this belong to you?






JULIA




No, it was Taryn’s, but she told me




to tell you that you can throw it




away now.

Caren takes the doll from Scalia.






CAREN




No, I’d rather not, I think it’s time




I remember her properly...

FADE OUT TO BLACK

ROLL CREDITS

