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ABSTRACT 

 The following Thesis is centered on an original, feature-length screenplay entitled 

Charlie’s New Friend, a dark comedy set in West Texas. Included as supplemental 

materials to the script are an introduction, marketing plan, and map of revisions meant to 

provide further context, development notes, themes, influences, and marketing ideas. 
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INTRODUCTION 

The following introduction is a means of providing context to the centerpiece of 

this creative-driven Thesis: my feature-length screenplay Charlie’s New Friend. 

 

A BRIEF HISTORY 

 I have held a deep, personal interest in film ever since I was about six, when I 

regularly auditioned for movies and television shows as a child actor. After that part of 

my life ended, I became obsessed with making videos with my friends whenever 

possible. I enjoy creating things that I don’t know how to create (at first.) I thrive on 

facing challenges that involve creativity in some form or fashion. One significant 

challenge came to me with the idea of writing an original, feature-length screenplay. 

I began writing Charlie’s New Friend in December 2010, when I was nineteen. At 

that point, I wanted to complete the screenplay as a sort of experiment to myself, to prove 

that I could overcome a challenge as great as finally typing “FADE OUT” at the end of a 

complete screenplay. As I continued to write the story, I became more and more attached 

to the concept and the characters contained within. It was fascinating to look up at my 

bulletin board with my original story structure planned out, beat by beat, because the 

story had morphed and changed so much since then. Three complete drafts later, I am 

ready to take the next step. 

 

THE PURPOSE OF THIS THESIS 

 This Thesis serves the primary dual purposes of both pushing me to finish my 

screenplay and to plan on how I could realistically push it out into the world in order to 
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get the attention of those that might be able to help me bring it to life. The completion of 

this Thesis marks a significant first step in my path to developing a professional career 

for myself as a screenwriter and director. 

 I also intend to make this work available to any future students, Honors or 

otherwise, that might be interested in the craft of screenwriting. At the time of this 

writing, Texas Tech does not offer a film study or filmmaking program, but I do know 

that there are students here that are deeply interested in film. Perhaps I might be able to 

assist them in starting on their own path to becoming screenwriters and directors if they 

happen to come across this Thesis in their studies. 

 Above all, this creative-driven Thesis is simply a record of the early stages of 

Charlie’s New Friend, and my efforts to realize the story in the most artistically 

satisfying manner possible in order to give it a fighting chance at being made one day, by 

myself or otherwise, by means of utilizing the modern spec market’s many new Internet-

driven opportunities for representation, production, and sales. 

 

THEMES AND INFLUENCES 

I did not begin writing Charlie’s New Friend with the intent to make a dark 

comedy, despite my interest in the genre. Rather, my interest in the genre ensured that the 

screenplay gradually took on darkly comic elements throughout the writing process. 

Seeing that this was my first effort as a writer, I wasn’t exactly sure what my influences 

would be until after I wrote a significant amount of the screenplay. Now that I have 

completed the third draft, I can safely say that the films of Charlie Kaufman, Quentin 



! #"! !

Tarantino, the Coen brothers, Edgar Wright, Martin McDonagh, Todd Solondz, Bobcat 

Goldthwait, and James Gunn have greatly influenced my writing process. 

All of the aforementioned filmmakers have mastered the art of enticing an 

audience to laugh at something they might not normally laugh at or would normally find 

repulsive and/or off-putting. I believe this is the most difficult type of comedy to create 

and execute properly, seeing that the writer runs the risk of turning off the audience 

completely if the material doesn’t stick the landing. But it’s all the more rewarding when 

that connection between the audience and the filmmaker works. For example, almost 

every single character in Todd Solondz’s Happiness is completely devoid of any sort of 

redeeming qualities. They are all revolting and rotten, and they carry out equally 

unwholesome relationships with one another in search of their own happiness. (The cast 

of characters includes a suburban pedophile, an obsessive pervert, and an elderly couple 

going through a divorce/failed affair due to the husband’s incapability of expressing 

emotion.) However, I found myself laughing at the film’s overly-bleak tone and the 

strangely chipper way Solondz deals with each character’s story. The story became so 

dark that it unearthed a very specific type of comedy that I’ve never experienced before. I 

would never find these individual characters funny in any other context. 

It’s easy to see why dark comedies generally attract a smaller audience than 

“normal” modern comedies, such as The Hangover or Bridesmaids, and I respect the 

filmmakers that go out of their way to make their audiences feel unsure of themselves 

and what they find funny. I believe one of the greatest gifts a film can offer an audience 

is the opportunity for introspection, for questioning oneself and the beliefs that one 

previously held to be unmistakably true. In doing so, the audience doesn’t merely connect 
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with the characters on the screen, but they play an active role in the storytelling process, 

even long after the credits roll. 

I have found enjoyment in setting up small plot points early in the story and then 

following through with them later on, when the audience might least expect it. Charlie’s 

New Friend has a very large amount of interweaving characters, objects, and plot threads 

that pay off at some point, no matter how small. This practice, often referred to as 

“Chekov’s Gun” (which states that a gun displayed in Act I must go off by Act III,) is 

used in two of my favorite television shows: “Breaking Bad” and “Arrested 

Development.” In each show, whether it’s side-characters from early seasons showing up 

again to cause trouble in “Breaking Bad” or season-long running gags in “Arrested 

Development,” the plots for each developing story are affected by the groundwork that 

the writers set up early in the season. The result is incredibly satisfying to watch as an 

audience member. I’ve found that I enjoy experiencing those payoffs just as much as I 

enjoy planning them out myself. 

In addition to developing the plot through the use of dark humor and long-term 

set-ups and payoffs, Charlie’s New Friend explores the idea of what it means to talk to 

someone that isn’t physically there. Rather, a character feels their presence in a 

metaphorical, demented, or spiritual sense. Depending on how one might read the story, 

the basic concept of praying to and believing in God is interwoven throughout the story, 

which takes place in the “Bible Belt” of West Texas. The characters that surround Charlie 

each end up at a different conclusion for the explanation of why Charlie is speaking to 

someone that isn’t really there. One thinks he needs psychological help, another thinks 

that it’s Charlie’s simple way of coping with the death of a loved one, another thinks that 
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Charlie can speak with ghosts, and so on. By the end of the story, at least one of these 

characters will have their faith in God shaken by the events that transpire. This story 

examines what it means to engage in conversation and be comforted by someone you 

can’t ever physically touch, and the way others might perceive that interaction based on 

their own experiences, spiritual or otherwise. 

The act of coping is another important theme of the story, with an emphasis on 

choosing the easier, unhealthy route to solve problems and what that entails. I wanted to 

juxtapose the intense connection with an invisible “imaginary” person with the lack of 

interaction with a real and important person, which is a specific fault of Charlie in regard 

to his relationship with his estranged sister Mary. He spends the majority of his time 

dealing with his imaginary friend while his sister remains on the sidelines as an 

afterthought. By the end of the story, Charlie will have to face his problems head on and 

come to terms with the people around him, all their faults included, without any more 

intervention from supernatural, spiritual, or subconscious worlds. 

 

THE PRODUCTION OF A TEASER FOR THE SCREENPLAY 

The teaser for this screenplay may be viewed at the following web address: 

www.vimeo.com/tshofner/charliesnewfriend 

 

One of the major reasons why I chose to pursue the production of a five-minute 

teaser for the screenplay was the fact that the graduate-level film programs I am 

interested in each require a “visual sample.” 
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 I encountered a unique problem when setting out to script a teaser for Charlie’s 

New Friend. It needed to present the primary conflict of the story within five minutes 

while holding back just enough information to spark a great interest to see the complete 

story. It also needed to act as a showcase of my directing and screenwriting abilities. On 

top of that, I wanted it to feel like a inclusive short story on its own right, so that the 

viewer could feel a sense of completion after watching it. 

 I struggled with several different story structures of the teaser before finally 

picking one. Before, I had difficulty in selecting a specific chunk out of the screenplay 

that went straight through in chronological order, without any sort of time jump or split 

narrative. Instead, I chose to jump between a section in the middle of the screenplay 

(around page 55) and a section near the beginning of the screenplay (around page 8.) This 

flash-forward/flashback structure, while not new, ended up working out perfectly for the 

multiple goals and purposes of the teaser, listed previously. The teaser presents an odd 

and disturbing situation to begin with, jumps backward to explain it, and then jumps 

forward again so that the audience may appreciate the original scene with new context. 

 This teaser is not meant to act as an anchor for a hoop that the final script must 

pass through at some point. The final version of the screenplay does not have the exact 

scenes shown in the teaser, due to my distilling of multiple plot points into fewer amounts 

of scenes. However, elements of these scenes will be found in the screenplay. 

 The production of this teaser also allowed me the opportunity to play with what 

worked from a writing prospective and what didn’t. I found that, while filming, I would 

change a few lines here or there so that they might make more sense in the final product. 

Why didn’t I just make these changes earlier in the writing process? Filming the stories 
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and dialogue that I write helps me to learn what actually works and what doesn’t when 

it’s finally time to block out and actually listen to actors say the lines. I learned that while 

the writing process exists to serve the eventual directing of the film, the practice of 

directing can serve the writing process as well. It’s a two-way street. 

 

FUTURE PLANS 

 I hope to attend an MFA film program after I graduate Texas Tech University in 

order to gain knowledge and experience with regard to the craft of directing. I intend to 

continue to develop my skills on my own through writing, reading, and watching films. I 

firmly believe this is the only way to get better at screenwriting. After I finish writing 

Charlie’s New Friend with the completion of this Thesis, I plan on beginning another 

screenplay with more feasibility from a marketability standpoint. Charlie’s New Friend 

lends itself to more of an independent production, and I wish to write something with 

more mainstream appeal, where the concept might be appealing to a wider audience. 

 Above all, I intend to keep writing screenplays and keep directing films. My goal 

is to move out to Los Angeles shortly after my graduation from Texas Tech, where I can 

begin making contacts and gaining professional experience on film sets. I wish to 

continue directing short films whenever possible in order to build a strong base of self-

written and directed content before I might direct a feature-length film. For more specific 

detail regarding my future efforts as a screenwriter, refer to the “Marketing Plan” section 

of this Thesis. 

 

 



! $"! !

CHARLIE’S NEW FRIEND 

MARKETING PLAN 

 

CHARLIE’S NEW FRIEND 

WRITTEN BY: Taylor Shofner 

LOGLINE: A lonely teen attracts the attention of a small Texas church and its Devil-

fearing priest when he begins talking to (and obeying) his murderous imaginary friend. 

LENGTH: 110 pages 

GENRE: Dark Comedy, Drama 

 

The following is a basic marketing plan for my screenplay Charlie’s New Friend. 

I have chosen four distinct methods of launching my script out into the professional spec 

script marketplace as a complete outsider to the industry. This, of course, depends 

entirely on the quality of the script itself, but these options give the script a fighting 

chance. This is also not meant to be an exhaustive list, but rather a strong base with 

which I can work to eventually get my script into the hands of the right person in the 

quickest, most efficient manner possible. 

 My first of two goals is to achieve representation through acquiring an agent, 

manager, or both. Each method listed in this marketing plan has proven to deliver in this 

regard. My second goal is to get the movie made, either by making it myself or by selling 

the script to a production company that can make it happen. The methods listed below are 

the first steps to bridging the gap between film producers and me. These methods are not 

limited to this screenplay; I intend to use them for future screenwriting efforts as well. 



! $""! !

THE BLACK LIST 

 The Black List was started in 2005 by Franklin Leonard as an effort to simply 

find great screenplays. He surveyed over one hundred film development executives and 

asked them about their favorite unproduced scripts of the year, then published a list of the 

screenplays with logline, contact, and agency information for each writer or writing team. 

Since then, the annual Black List has grown exponentially in popularity and has been 

featured in The New York Times, The Wall Street Journal, Variety, Deadline, and The 

Hollywood Reporter. The film executive voter pool has since increased to include over 

five hundred members and Black List screenplays have gone on to win over twenty 

Academy Awards. 

 In October 2012, the Black List started a unique online screenplay marketplace 

and recommendation engine, built to give industry outsiders the chance to get their scripts 

into the hands of actual film executives, agents, managers, and producers. Screenwriters 

upload their script to the database for a minimal monthly fee and pay for a professional 

reader to rate their script. Depending on how well the script does, it becomes available 

for download on the website and then gets recommended to film executives, producers, 

etc. that visit the site based on their own tastes. Since launch, the Black List has 

facilitated representation for at least eight writers and two scripts have been optioned. 

 I plan to upload my script to the Black List website and pay for one read once I 

am satisfied with the rewrites. Depending on how the first score comes back, I may wish 

to pay for one more read. If the script is rated well enough, I’ll make it available for 

download on the website. With any luck, I may be able to get Charlie’s New Friend into 

the hands of an executive or producer that likes it. 
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SCRIPTSHADOW 

 “Scriptshadow” is the name of a screenwriting blog that focuses on reviewing 

screenplays of all kinds (both professional and amateur), offering advice, and promoting 

discussion over screenplays with a small community of writers. Carson Reeves, the 

reader that runs the blog, also offers his services as a paid script consultant on his website 

and sends out scripts that he likes to his professional contacts. Additionally, he has a 

small team of readers that work under him to provide paid coverage for writers. Most 

importantly, Carson accepts emailed amateur script submissions and publicly reviews one 

each week on his blog. 

 In 2012, Carson consulted on the screenplay The Disciple Program. He liked so 

much that he built up buzz for it online through email and Twitter. By the time he sent 

out the script to his contacts, the script had generated such an enormous amount of buzz 

that a bidding war erupted over the script. The Disciple Program is now in preproduction 

with Mark Wahlberg attached. In a smaller success story, an amateur screenwriter found 

representation thanks to a positive review on the website. 

The blog has been a constant source of controversy, highlighted in a New York 

Times article, for its dissemination and public reviews of screenplays that aren’t finished, 

and often without the writer’s permission. Many professionals, producers, filmmakers, 

and writers have denounced the blog, calling it harmful to writers. 

In spite of the blog’s controversial history, I plan to submit my script for an 

amateur review given the blog’s large audience. However, this could backfire if the 

review isn’t positive. This is a risk I’m willing to take once I am completely satisfied 

with the state of Charlie’s New Friend. 
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SCREENWRITING COMPETITIONS 

 Winning or reaching the final rounds of screenplay competitions are, while 

difficult to achieve, excellent ways of giving writers a chance at representation. They are 

highly competitive and are entered by thousands of screenwriters each year, but rewards 

range from money to publicity to simply opening up doors for writers in the industry. I 

plan on entering several of these contests, detailed below, which I have chosen based on 

representation, quality of judges, and history of results regarding the winners of each 

contest. 

 The Nicholl Fellowships Screenwriting Competition is the most prestigious 

screenplay contest in the world, given that it is officially run and sponsored by the 

Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences (of the Academy Awards.) Over seven 

thousand screenplays were entered last year, an earlier draft of Charlie’s New Friend 

being one of them, and only five winners were announced as Fellows. The winners each 

receive thirty-five thousand dollars and are commissioned to write another screenplay 

within the following year. Writers that reach the later stages of the competition also tend 

to receive script requests from industry professionals. 

 The Austin Film Festival Screenplay and Teleplay Competition is another contest 

with a prestigious reputation. Winners receive cash prizes, but most importantly, many 

past winners have gotten attention from all kinds of industry professionals. Some have 

even gotten their script produced. 

 The winner and ten finalists of the annual American Zoetrope Screenplay Contest, 

judged in part by Francis Ford Coppola, will be considered for reputation at the top 
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agencies in Hollywood and their screenplays will be considered for option by some of the 

biggest production companies in the world. 

 The Page International Screenwriting Competition offers cash prizes to winners in 

multiple categories. Producers, development executives, and agents often request scripts 

from the contest winners, and the competition has a history of facilitating representation, 

options, writing assignments, and other deals with writers. 

 Scriptapalooza is another respected screenplay competition. The awards are all 

cash prizes, but semifinalists and up are pushed and pitched by the organization to 

industry professionals for an entire year after the contest. 

 

QUERY LETTERS 

 Sending out query letters to agencies, offices, and production companies used to 

be the only way an outsider could get his or her script read by professionals. This method 

is still used today, but the success rate is very low seeing that many offices do not accept 

unsolicited material and the “gatekeepers” are often uninterested or hostile toward scripts 

that come unrecommended and/or unrepresented. 

 On the other hand, if a reader is interested by a script’s logline, they can request 

the script to be emailed over for a read. I plan to send out brief query letters/emails with 

the logline of Charlie’s New Friend to the companies and producers that might be 

interested in the subject matter of the screenplay given their production history. I will 

include a personalized message tailored to their company’s history with similar material 

so as not to seem like an “email blast” with a vague message.



CHARLIE'S NEW FRIEND

by

Taylor Shofner

taylor.shofner@ymail.com
4815 10th st.
Lubbock, TX 79416
806-535-9649



FADE IN:

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - SUNSET

Peaceful middle class West Texas suburbia.

High school football yard signs, yapping dogs, oversized 
trucks, and Southern Living crosses decorating every other 
porch. A sprinkler chirps away in the distance.

Completely normal, with one exception.

An ASTRONAUT sprints down the middle of the street, running 
as fast as someone possibly could in an astronaut suit.

A dozen well-groomed lawns zoom by in the reflection of the 
golden visor hiding the astronaut’s face.

A truck SPEEDS by and the astronaut trips... stumbles... and 
HITS the ground. CRUNCH. The visor CRACKS. The astronaut gets 
right back up and races off toward the --

-- MASSIVE SPACE SHUTTLE just down the street. Towering over 
the homes, pointing straight up into the pink and orange sky, 
barely contained on the street between the houses.

A MIDDLE-AGED MAN happily rides his lawn mower around his 
nearby front yard, paying the space shuttle no attention.

INT./EXT. SPACE SHUTTLE - COCKPIT - SUNSET

The astronaut furiously presses buttons and pounds against 
every touch screen in sight. Prepping and adjusting. Lavender 
clouds float by in the helmet’s golden, cracked reflection.

A large RED BUTTON blinks away at the far end of the console.

The astronaut slows down, losing strength, before stopping 
all the button-pressing. No more movement. Silence.

The astronaut suddenly SLAMS a fist into the nearest flashing 
display screen with a CRUNCH. The display shatters.

The astronaut quickly flips up the golden visor. The face of 
a BEAUTIFUL BLONDE GIRL, 25, sobs from behind the glass of 
the helmet. Tears slide down her cheeks from puffy blue eyes.

She sniffs and tries to wipe away her tears. Her hand bumps 
into her helmet glass.

She screams through gritted teeth and slams her head back 
into her chair.



She thinks for a moment. Desperate, she opens one of her 
front zipper pockets and pulls out a POLAROID PHOTO. She 
studies it and instantly calms down.

Slowly, she smiles.

The astronaut takes a deep breath and places the photo on the 
console in front of her. She stares at the photo, thinking.

She presses the red button.

A computerized female voice sounds out --

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
Launch sequence initiated. Ten... 
Nine... Eight...

The space shuttle begins to rumble. The astronaut tightens 
her seat belt. Outside, the thrusters begin to smoke. The 
street starts to QUAKE as the engines ROAR.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
Seven... Six... Five...

The astronaut stares at the photo in front of her as the 
cockpit begins to shudder. No longer crying.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
Four... Three...

Two faces smile back at her from the photo. One is hers.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
Two...

The other is a SKINNY TEENAGE BOY, 18, his cheek pressed 
tightly against hers. The entire shuttle shakes furiously as 
the streets below disappear in a sea of white smoke.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
One...

The astronaut, at peace, closes her eyes.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - YARD SALE - MORNING

CHARLIE FINSTER, the skinny teenager from the photograph, 
makes a rocket sound as he holds out a TOY SPACE SHUTTLE 
above of a box of old toys.

2.



CHARLIE
Jennings, you fool! You 
miscalculated! This isn’t Mars, 
this is the Sun!

Charlie makes an explosion sound and rams the shuttle into a 
beach ball amongst other yard sale junk on a nearby table.

Charlie looks like a scarecrow that morphed into a human 
overnight. Bespectacled, gaunt, and slightly dorky. He could 
pull off “creepy” if you looked at him from the right angle.

His dad, THOMAS FINSTER, looks up from a nearby clothing 
rack. Clean-cut, mid-40’s, and every bit as dorky as his son. 
Both talk with a slight Southern drawl.

THOMAS
Hey Bruce Willis, I wasn’t done.

CHARLIE
My apologies. Please continue your 
Oscar-winning pitch.

THOMAS
It’s a revenge flick, alright? Not 
Oscar-bait.

CHARLIE
You were saying something about 
silicosis?

THOMAS
Right. Silicosis is an incurable 
and fatal lung disease that you can 
get from breathin’ in glass dust. 
Essentially, a whole lotta tiny 
rips in your lungs.

Thomas grabs an antique plate and stands across the table 
from Charlie.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
So what he does is, he takes some 
glassware and sticks it in a heavy 
duty blender. Grinds up the glass 
until he’s got a really fine dust. 
He takes that n’ sprinkles it 
inside his target's air 
conditioners when they’re away from 
their car. Target gets back inside, 
turns on the car, hits the air 
conditioner, and...

3.



Charlie’s dad leans over and blows the dust off the plate 
into Charlie's face. POOF.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Glass dust to the face. The target 
breathes it in. It gets in his eyes 
and every nook and cranny he’s got. 
And, because he’s drivin’ on the 
road when he turns on the AC, it'll 
cause - you guessed it - an 
accident. What does the autopsy 
show? Glass dust inhalation. 
Perfectly normal for a car crash 
victim. And, added bonus, if he 
doesn’t die from the car crash, 
he'll just slowly die from 
silicosis over time. Like cancer.

Charlie takes off his glasses and cleans off the dust.

CHARLIE
Cute. And when I say “cute” I mean 
I’m not impressed.

THOMAS
Alright Tarantino, let’s see what 
you got.

Both walk around the yard sale, looking through more junk.

CHARLIE
Step one. Make the bad guy, the 
target, a daycare worker. That’s 
uncommon. Step two. Have your 
revenge-driven protagonist smuggle 
a gun into the daycare where the 
baddie works. Have him hide it in a 
tub of plastic toys, under the Nerf 
guns. No kid fresh out of his 
Pampers is gonna know any 
different. So, one day, that fat 
Robinson kid in the corner is gonna 
get fed up with his teacher 
stealin’ all the Little Debbies 
from his lunchbox. Who wouldn’t? So 
what he does is, he goes over and 
grabs the real gun from the toy gun 
box, without knowin’ it's the real 
deal, and blows the bad guy away 
like it’s nothin’. Because Nerf 
guns are harmless, right? 

4.



So, before anyone can stop the fat 
Robinson kid, your protagonist has 
successfully taken out his target. 
Using a child.

THOMAS
Wouldn’t that put all the other 
kids in danger?

CHARLIE
Revenge flicks are messy.

THOMAS
Your messy ass is gonna be late if 
we don’t get goin’.

Charlie spots an OLD-FASHIONED LAWNMOWER sitting at the edge 
of the garage. The kind with four big spinning blades 
underneath. An attached sign reads “$5 DON’T WORK.”

CHARLIE
It’s perfect.

THOMAS
You’re allergic to grass.

CHARLIE
It’s not for cutting grass.

Charlie smiles and brings an inhaler to his lips.

PUFF.

EXT. DOWNTOWN STREETS - MORNING

Thomas drives Charlie to school in a SCOOTER. Charlie sits in 
the side buggy. Even better - they sport MATCHING GOGGLES and 
HELMETS. The lawnmower is tied to the back of the scooter.

They pass dozens of CHURCHES. Big ones, small ones, medium 
sized ones. Churches on every corner.

Just another drive through the Bible Belt.

They pull up to a stoplight in front of Charlie’s highschool. 
Charlie glances at the students walking on the crosswalk and 
suddenly leans forward in his seat, gawking at --

-- white sneakers and a bare midriff. VICTORIA EVERETT struts 
down the crosswalk, lips pursed and brunette hair flowing in 
the wind. She’s not just gorgeous; she’s smoking hot.

She is that girl.

5.
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One of the other drivers stopped at the stoplight bops his 
horn and whistles as Victoria passes by.

Without even turning her head, she extends one arm and FLIPS 
OFF the entire row of cars as she continues onward. Both 
Charlie and his dad stare after her, captivated.

CHARLIE
That’s her.

THOMAS
What? Why her?

INT. HIGHSCHOOL CAFETERIA - DAY

Charlie sits at an otherwise empty table in the crowded 
cafeteria with FRANKLIN. They both stare at Victoria, sitting 
at a table across the room with her ATTRACTIVE FRIENDS.

Franklin is as sweaty as he is chubby. Which is quite a lot.

CHARLIE
Because Franklin, people will take 
notice.

FRANKLIN
Oh. Everyone’ll notice you?

CHARLIE
Yes.

Charlie takes a bite out of his sandwich.

FRANKLIN
No mustard again, huh?

CHARLIE
No, Franklin, I don’t like mustard.

FRANKLIN
Why not?

Charlie ignores him. A big SENIOR PROM POSTER behind them 
reads: “FIND A DATE, DON’T BE LATE!”

JOEY LATIMER walks toward the table. The most popular guy in 
highschool. A formidable, handsome oaf. He whips out a POCKET 
KNIFE as he approaches.

Joey stabs Charlie’s sandwich to the table and drags it away 
from Charlie as he passes by.
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Joey continues onward without a word, pockets the knife, and 
bites into the sandwich. He grimaces and spits it out on the 
floor before tossing the rest in a nearby trashcan.

Charlie and Franklin just sit there.

CHARLIE (V.O.)
Is... this your card?

EXT. HIGHSCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

Charlie holds a card out to Victoria, trying to keep his hand 
from shaking. Students filter out of the school behind him. 
Victoria, now dressed in a CHEERLEADING OUTFIT and wearing 
RAY BANS, drags on a cigarette as she leans against her car.

VICTORIA
No.

Charlie lowers the card, embarrassed. All is lost, until he 
skillfully FLICKS the card and it INSTANTLY CHANGES to 
another card. Written on the card in sharpie: “PROM?”

CHARLIE
What about now?

Victoria removes her sunglasses and smiles. She studies him.

VICTORIA
That’s the cutest thing I’ve ever 
seen. 

(beat)
Okay. Sure.

CHARLIE
What?

VICTORIA
I’ll go to prom with you, Charlie.

CHARLIE
Really?

Charlie’s eyes widen as she pulls a PEN out of her top and 
grabs his wrist. She writes her number on his hand.

VICTORIA
Here’s my number, and my friends 
and I will come pick you up in our 
trolley at seven that night. Cool?

Charlie is dumbfounded. She plants a kiss on his cheek.
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VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Off you go.

LATER

Charlie walks out to his dad’s scooter, smiling. He can’t 
take his eyes off his hand. Can it really be that easy?

BACK TO VICTORIA

Victoria takes another drag of her cigarette as Franklin 
approaches her with a crumpled piece of paper in his hand.

FRANKLIN
Hi, uh, Victoria.

She just looks at him. He reads from his paper --

FRANKLIN (CONT’D)
Roses are red, violets are blue, 
you’re very pretty, and I’d like to 
go to prom with you. Please.

He lowers his paper, armpits damp, knees shaking. Victoria 
removes her sunglasses and smiles. She studies him.

VICTORIA
That’s the cutest thing I’ve ever 
seen. 

(beat)
Okay. Sure.

FRANKLIN
What?

VICTORIA
I’ll go to prom with you, Franklin.

EXT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - EVENING

Charlie stands next to his dad on the front porch, fidgeting 
in a BRAND NEW TUXEDO. He grips a RED ROSE in one hand. They 
both scan the street, waiting.

THOMAS
Protection?

Charlie pulls TWO CONDOMS out of his jacket pocket.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Inhaler?

Charlie whips out his inhaler.
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PUFF.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Look like you need to pee, Chuck.

CHARLIE
Just nervous.

THOMAS
Hey. Everything’s gonna be alright.

CHARLIE
Everything’s gonna be alright.

THOMAS
Hand hug.

Charlie and his dad give each other a high five, wrapping 
their thumbs around the other’s hand.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Head on shoulder.

They each bend their index finger over the other’s pinky.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Real hug.

They embrace in a big bear hug.

Over his dad’s shoulder, Charlie sees the TROLLEY, full of 
attractive teens in prom wear, turning around the street 
corner in the distance.

Charlie’s face lights up. He walks down to the sidewalk as 
the trolley pulls to a stop in front of him.

THOMAS
Have fun, Chuck!

As Charlie turns around to say bye, Joey leans out of a 
trolley window and dumps AN ENTIRE BUCKET OF WATER onto 
Charlie from above.

Thomas’s smile disappears. Charlie slowly turns around to 
face the trolley, drenched and speechless. Victoria sticks 
her head out of an adjacent window, shouting --

VICTORIA
Creeper no creeping!
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INT./EXT. FRANKLIN’S CAR (MOVING) - SAME TIME

Franklin, a sobbing mess, drives his car like a madman, 
SWERVING through a residential neighborhood. He’s wearing a 
tuxedo, and he’s drenched - just like Charlie. He SCREAMS.

BACK TO CHARLIE

The other teens stick their heads out and begin CHANTING --

ATTRACTIVE STUDENTS
Creeper no creeping! Creeper no 
creeping!

Thomas SPRINTS toward the trolley, screaming in anger.

The teens slide back inside and the trolley speeds off just 
as Thomas reaches the street.

Charlie stares blankly at the street in front of him, 
shivering. Humiliated. His tuxedo is completely ruined.

Thomas stands there in the street in front of Charlie, 
staring at the trolley as it drives away. The teens' laughter 
slowly fades out in the distance.

INT./EXT. FRANKLIN’S CAR (MOVING) - SAME TIME

Franklin’s car skids around the corner of Charlie’s street, 
speeding up as he sees the trolley driving away from him down 
the block. He SCREAMS AGAIN --

FRANKLIN
TAKE ME WITH YOU! WAIT! PLEASE...

His glasses are SPOTTED WITH WATER. He reaches up and quickly 
rubs his glasses with his fingers, smudging them completely --

BACK TO CHARLIE

THOMAS
Son... I --

Franklin’s car ZOOMS by and SMASHES into Thomas with a 
SICKENING CRUNCH, right in front of Charlie.

A screech of tires... and then silence. Charlie just stands 
there, gripping the rose.

In the now EMPTY SPACE next to Charlie --

SUPER: "CHARLIE'S NEW FRIEND"
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From here, we slowly DROP DOWN --

-- almost as if we’re sliding through the street and into the 
DARKNESS below, dropping past a shimmering DISCO BALL 
spinning above a hellish --

INT. BALLROOM - NIGHT

Senior prom. Bathed in red light. We continue downward as if 
we’re riding some sort of demented Disney ride, now observing 
a CROWD OF TEENS as they separate and circle around the dance 
floor. A slow, shuffling OLDIE bumps out of the speakers.

The voice of the PROM DJ sounds out over the music --

PROM DJ (O.S.)
Ladies and gentlemen... your Prom 
King and Queen!

Victoria and Joey, both wearing CROWNS, appear out of the 
crowd and walk to the center of the dance circle, beaming.

They dance. Joey spins Victoria out and in one last time and 
lands a kiss. The crowd erupts into APPLAUSE as we continue 
downward once again, sliding through the floor until we see --

-- nothing but the tangled branches of a MASSIVE TREE. We 
continue downward to find the tree sitting in a --

EXT. CEMETARY - SUNSET

Completely empty except for one person, wearing a BLACK SUIT, 
standing at the base of the tree.

Charlie stares at his father’s grave, still and emotionless.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. BASKETBALL ARENA - PARKING LOT - DAY

Charlie stands alone in his GRADUATION GOWN at the edge of 
the parking lot, diploma in hand.

His eyes are vacant.

A full FAMILY passes by with their GRADUATE, talking as they 
walk out to their cars. The graduate sees Charlie.

GRADUATE
(hushed)

Mom, that’s him.
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The graduate’s MOM and DAD steal a glance as they walk by.

GRADUATE'S MOM
Bless his heart.

GRADUATE’S DAD
Nothing worse than losing your 
whole family.

The family walks onward as Charlie stares after them.

MARY, Charlie’s 25-year-old sister, runs up to Charlie with a 
small CAMERA in her hand. She is the definition of “mousy.” 
Tiny and modestly-dressed. Her face hides behind big, thick 
glasses and a delicate cross dangles from her neck.

This is the kind of girl that went by intentionally unnoticed 
in high school, as opposed to her brother.

MARY
Found it. Ready?

Charlie doesn’t answer. She timidly calls out to another 
FAMILY as they pass.

MARY
(barely audible)

Excuse me --

The family doesn’t hear. Charlie stays put. Another FAMILY 
walks by. Mary walks up to them, holding out her camera.

MARY
(still timid)

Um, hi, could you --

This family doesn’t notice her either. They walk off.

Mary gives up and walks back to Charlie. She positions 
herself next to him and holds out the camera with one hand. 
Charlie towers over her despite the age difference.

MARY
Okay. Say "diploma.”

Mary flashes the picture right when both of them are in the 
middle of saying "diploma.” Mary looks at the camera screen.

She holds it out again for round two.

MARY
Okay... one, two, three, diploma.

She snaps the picture correctly this time, but no flash.
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MARY
Did I turn off the flash?

She tries a third time and looks at the camera again. Blurry. 
They’re both done.

MARY
You want to just take one when we 
get home?

INT. MARY'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Charlie opens the front door and immediately removes his hat 
and graduation gown. He tosses both to the sofa and 
disappears into the back of the house.

Mary follows in through the front door, camera in hand, and 
stops when she sees the hat and gown on the couch.

A door slams shut at the back of the house.

INT. LOCAL PRISON - MEETING ROOM - DAY

Priest CLAYMON OLIVER, late 50’s, tries not to fidget in his 
chair. He’s weathered, yet exuberant and cool. No mid-life 
crisis so far, but today might just do it.

Franklin, wearing a sweaty orange jumpsuit, stares at him 
from across the table.

CLAYMON
What’s his name?

FRANKLIN
His real name or what I call him?

CLAYMON
Let’s start with what you call him.

FRANKLIN
I like to call him “friend.” His 
other name is Gary.

CLAYMON
Why do you like to call him your 
friend, Franklin?

FRANKLIN
He protects me and keeps me safe 
here.

(beat)
And warm.
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Claymon fidgets in his chair.

CLAYMON
Listen, I know it feels nice to 
have someone looking out for you, 
Franklin, but --

FRANKLIN
That’s the best feeling there is.

Claymon is at a loss. Franklin smiles.

INT. GARAGE - EVENING

Charlie wakes up.

He’s sitting in the seat of the buggy attached to his dad’s 
scooter, parked in the middle of the sea of BOXES stacked in 
the garage. Alone.

Mary calls out from inside the house --

MARY (O.S.)
Charlie! It’s ready!

INT. DINING ROOM - EVENING

Charlie and Mary sit at opposite ends of the dinner table, 
eating slices of CAKE. One empty chair sits at the side of 
the table between them.

The cake in the middle of the table is decorated with an 
icing diploma and a cheery “CONGRATULATIONS, CHARLIE!”

Silent, save for the clinking of forks on glass. Charlie 
stares, weirded out, at the way Mary eats - slowly, 
carefully, one tiny nibble at a time. She looks up at him.

MARY
You're still more than welcome to 
come with me tonight.

CHARLIE
I'm good.

MARY
They'd love to meet you.

CHARLIE
It's not really my kind of thing.
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MARY
Okay.

They eat quietly again. Charlie looks over at one of the many 
amateur PAINTINGS hanging on the wall. This one features a 
HAPPY COUPLE, although it’s clear the painter needs practice.

CHARLIE
Paint that one too?

MARY
Yes.

CHARLIE
Is that supposed to be mom and dad?

MARY
Yes.

CHARLIE
Faces look a little weird.

Charlie resumes eating. Mary doesn’t respond. She pulls out 
her inhaler.

PUFF.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - EVENING

Charlie looks down into a square TRAP DOOR and drops a few 
PILLOWS inside.

He’s kneeling on a half-constructed WOODEN STAGE facing the 
house, elevated a few feet off the ground. It’s big - at 
least 15 feet wide. Tall square sheets of wood stand behind 
the stage as a backdrop in-the-making.

He closes up the trap door and opens it again. A big plume of 
WHITE SMOKE quickly shoots up into his face. He smiles.

LATER

Charlie sits in the middle of the backyard next to a big 
TRUNK, tinkering with the old lawnmower from earlier.

He stands up and grabs the lawnmower’s ripcord. He takes a 
deep breath and closes his eyes. He YANKS back the cord... 
and the lawnmower sputters to life.

Charlie gapes at the spinning blades and shoots his arms up 
into the air in celebration, full of joy, until he looks 
around and once again notices --
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-- he is alone.

He lowers his arms.

SOMEBODY (V.O.)
Can someone define "Hell" for me?

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - BASEMENT - NIGHT

The voice belongs to ANDY HOLADAY, mid-twenties, Christ the 
King Youth Leader. The kind of leader that all parents 
everywhere tell their kids to emulate. Sharp, handsome, and 
chipper with a hint of superiority and false sincerity.

The Youth Group is made up of only four other twenty-
somethings, including Mary, sitting in a circle of chairs 
with Andy as he cheerfully plucks his ACOUSTIC GUITAR.

ANDY
“Well gee, Andy, isn’t that the 
place bad people go after they die 
where there’s fire, pain, and 
suffering?” Hey, good answer! 
Anyone else?

None of them want to answer Andy's question. He sets down his 
guitar and writes "HELL" on the chalkboard behind him.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Come on, guys. It’s not that hard. 
H-E-double-hockey-sticks Hell.

More silence.

ANDY (CONT’D)
You guys are killing me today. 
Alright. Can someone define 
"Heaven" for me?

One of the members raises his hand.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Will.

WILL JESSUP is your typical West Texas gentleman, heavy drawl 
included, freshened up after spending a long day sitting on a 
tractor. Tucked-in pearl snap and jeans above scuffed boots.

WILL
I think heaven is just a big ol' 
beautiful sunlit meadow. 
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Just a big ol' field of green grass 
where all the little angels n’ 
horses can run round and maybe some 
little sparklin' ponds they can 
splash in, havin' good times with 
Jesus n' all that. Grillin’ out. 
Barbecue, George Strait playin’ on 
the radio.

ANDY
Interesting, thank you Will. Sis?

HALEY HOLADAY, Andy's younger sister, is cute and fragile. 
Overeager and always smiling, like she’s afraid of being sad.

HALEY
(gushing)

I think I'm more prone to the 
traditional idea of heaven, with 
lots of fluffy clouds, and wings, 
and pretty white gowns, and halos, 
and harps, and maybe a big golden 
gate. And everyone is just so 
happy. So happy to be with their 
families again, with no more pain, 
not ever. And Jesus is there too, 
and he’s just... so proud of me.

Haley’s gaze drifts away, lost in thought.

GEOFFREY NUTT smiles with the innocence of a five-year-old. 
Odd and sincere. His naiveté kept him afloat through years of 
teasing about his chunkiness and effeminate nature.

GEOFFREY
You know what? I've always liked to 
think of it--

ANDY
(cutting him off)

Now does heaven only exist after 
you die? Can you find it before 
then? I can tell you one thing, 
it’s not gonna be found on my 
sister’s leg, Will.

Will quickly removes his hand from Haley’s leg.

Andy looks to Mary, who’s been busy studying the floor.

ANDY
Mary? Talk to me.
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MARY
(nervous)

I like to think so.

ANDY
Go on.

MARY
You just have to find... the right 
moment.

ANDY
The right moment.

The two smile at each other. Mary, clearly smitten, quickly 
looks down at the floor again.

GEOFFREY
You know what? I had one of those 
moments, Andy.

ANDY
Sure, Geoffrey.

GEOFFREY
Well, as you guys already know, 
last year I underwent major surgery 
to remove that nasty malignant 
tumor from my stomach. And you know 
what, I’ve ridden the Mr. Freeze at 
Six Flags and I’ve gone skinny 
dippin’ with girls, but I’ve never 
been as scared in my whole life as 
I was at that time then. Doctor 
Keith told me I’d be lucky if they 
could even get it out of there. So 
I woke up after, and I was just so 
nervous, you know? But you know 
what? I was breathing. Yes, I had 
life in me, and I was so thankful 
to God for that, more than anything 
else. Because God’s love reigns, 
friends, and when it reigns, it 
pours, and so you know what? You 
know what the doctors told me then? 
They told me it was a total 
success. I was completely cancer-
free, for the first time, and I was 
going to live to see my future 
grandbabies grow up. I think the 
whole entire world seemed like 
heaven at that moment right then.

The group is silent for a beat.
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WILL
You had cancer?

EXT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Charlie hops off his scooter and walks toward the front doors 
of the church.

A CHERRY RED CONVERTIBLE MUSTANG, parked in a handicapped 
space with its top down, catches his eye.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - NIGHT

The room is beautiful. Vaulted ceiling, stained glass 
windows, polished wooden pews, and a deep red carpet leading 
down to an altar covered in countless unlit CANDLES.

Claymon, the priest from earlier, frowns as he kneels in the 
aisle and glues a SMALL PIECE OF COLORFUL PADDING to the 
sharp wooden corner of one of the pews.

MISS GRIMBLETON, 80's, glares at Claymon from her electric 
wheelchair in the aisle behind him. Picture the Witch from 
“Snow White” if the Witch had big glasses and never smiled.

MISS GRIMBLETON
My family's got many things that 
need praying for, Claymon.

CLAYMON
I'll tell you what, how about you 
write those things up and we'll put 
them in the Sunday service card?

MISS GRIMBLETON
That won't do.

She adjusts her OXYGEN TUBES running from her nostrils to a 
tank affixed to the back of her chair.

CLAYMON
You know I live right down the 
street from you. Just drop the 
paper in my mailbox, how 'bout 
that?

MISS GRIMBLETON
The Prayer Wall is meant for 
families that need the most prayer.
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CLAYMON
Miss Grimbleton, the matter has 
already been settled and Mary’s 
family portrait is staying.

MISS GRIMBLETON
Like hell it is.

Charlie stands at the back of the sanctuary, unnoticed. He 
turns to the wall beside him --

-- THE PRAYER WALL.

In the center of the wallspace hangs a big FRAMED PORTRAIT of 
Charlie’s family. Charlie, Mary, and Thomas - all smiling.

Charlie walks over to the Prayer Wall and stares at the 
portrait.

Claymon glues the piece of padding to another pew corner.

MISS GRIMBLETON
Devil ain’t gonna get you in a 
church, Claymon.

CLAYMON
You know what they say. The Devil 
works in mysterious ways.

MISS GRIMBLETON
I need a smoke.

CLAYMON
And I really wish you wouldn’t.

MISS GRIMBLETON
I know what’s best for my body.

CLAYMON
Just be sure to turn off your 
oxygen before you light up. Please?

MISS GRIMBLETON 
You’ve been more and more paranoid 
ever since your wife died. 
Something I’ve noticed.

Claymon ignores her and notices Charlie at the back of the 
sanctuary.

CLAYMON
Well if it isn’t David Copperfield 
himself!
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Charlie looks over and waves. He walks down the aisle toward 
Claymon as Miss Grimbleton turns her chair around. She runs 
over Charlie’s foot with her wheelchair and continues down 
the aisle, rumbling out the front doorway.

MISS GRIMBLETON
(muttering)

Orphan.

Charlie does a double-take after Miss Grimbleton, gritting 
his teeth in pain. Claymon slaps Charlie on the shoulder.

CLAYMON
Don’t mind her, Charlie. Looking 
for the Youth meeting?

CHARLIE
Yep.

CLAYMON
You’ll be down in the basement.

CHARLIE
Thanks.

Charlie turns to leave, limping.

CLAYMON
You know, I heard you do a killer 
magic show. I bet you have to fight 
the ladies off of you.

CHARLIE
You know it.

CLAYMON
What’s your secret?

CHARLIE
I’ll never tell.

CLAYMON
(laughing)

Spoken like a true magician.

Charlie limps off deeper inside the church. Claymon walks to 
the SUPPLY CLOSET at the back of the altar with his box of 
padding pieces. The door shuts behind him.

The doorknob on the supply closet jiggles. The whole door 
starts pounding. Claymon's locked himself inside.
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CLAYMON
(muffled)

Charlie?

The sanctuary is empty.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - BASEMENT - NIGHT

Charlie sits in the circle of chairs, squinting his eyes at 
the chalkboard. It reads: “YOUTH UNDER CHRIST THE KING.”

ANDY
It’s sort of got this cool little 
dual meaning going on, like we’re 
all under the Lord in terms of 
hierarchy, but we’re also literally 
under Christ the King Church, here 
in the basement.

CHARLIE
Yuck.

ANDY
Sorry?

CHARLIE
The acronym spells out “yuck.”

The group studies the chalkboard for a beat. He’s right.

ANDY
Well it’s not meant to be an 
acronym.

WILL
(realizing)

So that’s why we’re not a 
“Fellowship.”

HALEY
(to Charlie)

I can totally see that you're 
Mary's sister.

Geoffrey squints his eyes and looks at both Mary and Charlie.

GEOFFREY
You know what? You’re right.

Charlie and Mary are dumbfounded.

CHARLIE
Really?
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GEOFFREY
Y’all aren’t twins or anything are 
you?

CHARLIE
She’s six years older than me.

ANDY
Charlie, what we've been discussing 
this week is how you can tie things 
that you may come across in your 
everyday life to the concepts in 
the Bible. Now, your sister is of 
the opinion that you can find 
Heaven before you die.

CHARLIE
Before you die?

ANDY
What do you think?

CHARLIE
I don't really know. I haven't 
thought about it that much.

ANDY
(smiling)

You haven't thought about Heaven 
that much?

CHARLIE
Not really, no.

Andy’s smile drops off his face. The group is stunned. Mary 
stares at the floor.

WILL
Well, uh... since we've pretty much 
covered Heaven, can Hell be on 
Earth too then?

ANDY
That's a great question, Will. What 
do you guys think?

WILL
I think Hell would be a place that 
you get trapped in. Like a coffin, 
or a tiny box.

GEOFFREY
You know what? I had a nightmare 
like that once.
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WILL
Yeah, you kick n' holler n' punch 
around but you can't get out of it.

HALEY
Can we talk about Heaven some more 
instead?

Charlie sits there zoning out, bored, when his head picks up 
a little bit. His eyes grow wide, almost as if he's had a 
sudden revelation.

He raises his hand.

ANDY
Go ahead, Charlie.

CHARLIE
Hell is losing the ones you love 
the most.

Everyone sits in silence, unable to say anything.

Mary starts breathing heavily. Hyperventilation quickly sets 
in. Everyone but Charlie jumps up. She begins to cry and 
shake, taking short, pained breaths.

WILL
Looks like it’s just a little one 
this time.

HALEY
Everything’s gonna be alright, 
Mary.

ANDY
Keep calm everyone, someone find 
her inhaler in her purse.

As the group tends to Mary, Charlie sits in his chair and 
stares off into space.

He isn't bothered. In fact, he looks content.

INT. YOUNG MARY’S BEDROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK)

A YOUNG MARY, 9, sits at a small desk in the corner of her 
room. She scribbles on a piece of paper with one of the many 
crayons spilled across the desk.

She’s drawing the early stages of what appears to be a 
menacing GREEN ALIEN.
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She’s startled by a knock on the door.

INT. MARY'S BEDROOM - DAY

Mary snaps out of her daydream.

She’s sitting on a stool in the corner of her bedroom, 
staring in front of an EMPTY CANVAS and PAINTING SUPPLIES.

Another knock at her door.

MARY
Come in.

Charlie opens the door and steps into the room.

CHARLIE
(trying to be friendly)

Hey. Painting something?

MARY
Have you unpacked your boxes yet?

CHARLIE
No.

MARY
Can you do that please?

CHARLIE
Good talk.

Charlie leaves the room.

Mary quickly gets up, locks the door behind him, and sits on 
her bed. She opens a drawer on her bedside table and pulls 
out a small GUN.

She closes her eyes and just sits there for a long while.

She whispers --

MARY
I’m not ready. Not yet.

She gently places the gun back into the drawer.

INT. GARAGE - DAY

Charlie takes a deep breath and opens up one of the BOXES.
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He pulls out an old POLAROID CAMERA, blows the dust off, and 
turns it over in his hands.

Charlie puts the camera around his neck. He dives back into 
the box and pulls out a stack of old PHOTOGRAPHS. He leafs 
through the stack and stops on one photo.

IN THE PHOTO:

Charlie, a young child in a baseball uniform, laughs in the 
arms of his dad outside the fence of a little league baseball 
field. They’re wearing baseball gloves and matching caps.

Charlie chucks the photos inside the box, closes the lid, and 
shoves it across the garage.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Charlie sets a RED GATORADE down on the counter next to a 
small bottle of SLEEPING PILLS. He opens both and drops a 
pill into the drink. And another one. And another one.

Charlie thinks for a second.

He dumps the entire bottle of pills into the drink.

CHARLIE
(calling out)

I’m going out for a walk!

Mary doesn’t answer.

Charlie exits the kitchen and walks out the front door with 
the camera swinging from his neck, drink in hand.

EXT. LITTLE LEAGUE BASEBALL FIELDS - DAY

Charlie meanders down the fence line of one of the baseball 
fields in the complex. The BASEBALL PARENTS are out in 
droves, yelling and cheering for countless LITTLE LEAGUERS.

Charlie stops and rests his arms on the fence, watching the 
game on the other side.

EXT. LITTLE LEAGUE BASEBALL FIELDS - CONCESSIONS - DAY

Charlie leans down into the window.

CHARLIE
Just a plain burger please. No 
mustard.
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EXT. LITTLE LEAGUE BASEBALL FIELDS - PICNIC TABLES - DAY

Charlie sits at a picnic table by himself and stares at a MAN 
playing catch with his SON nearby. His gaze moves back to the 
drugged bottle of red Gatorade sitting in front of him.

Charlie takes a big bite out of his burger. His chewing slows 
down. Something's amiss. He peels back the bun.

A chunky glob of dark yellow mustard rests on top of the 
patty inside. He hates mustard.

This is it. Charlie's eyes well up with tears and his face 
contorts into a mixture of anger and utter despair. He cries.

The crying turns into bawling. The bawling turns into 
growling. He squishes the burger in his hands and SLAMS it 
down onto the picnic table over and over again.

He picks up the red Gatorade bottle and examines it through 
his tears. All of the pills inside have dissolved by now.

It’s time.

Suddenly a BASEBALL flies up and SLAMS into Charlie’s face.

He screams and falls backward off the bench. His back hits 
the dirt with a THUD and the drink goes flying.

He opens his eyes and just lays there. He wipes the tears 
from his eyes. He doesn’t even notice, just a foot away --

-- a familiar blonde girl laying next to him. The very same 
one from the space shuttle in the opening scene. But this 
time, she’s wearing a PEARL SNAP and BOOTS with a COWBOY HAT.

She talks at an excited, rapid pace.

GIRL
What are you doing down here?

Charlie looks over and screams again, startled. He sits 
upright and scoots back.

CHARLIE
What?

GIRL
Are you a photographer?

He can only stare, captivated. How could a girl this pretty 
be talking to him? She props herself up on her elbows and 
studies him with curious eyes.
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Charlie remembers that he’s still wearing the camera.

CHARLIE
Oh... I --

GIRL
Are you here to watch someone play?

CHARLIE
No, I don’t know --

GIRL
Are you taking pictures of kids?

CHARLIE
Uh --

GIRL
You’re at a little league baseball 
field, you don’t know anyone here, 
and you’re taking pictures of 
children.

CHARLIE
No, I’m --

She quickly scoots over and GRABS him by the shirt collar.

GIRL
Are you a pedophile?

CHARLIE
No. I’m not.

She lets him go.

GIRL
Okay good. Let’s have a picture.

She scoots closer to him.

GIRL
Put your arm around me.

Charlie, beyond confused, does so. They sit there for a beat.

GIRL
Anytime you’re ready.

CHARLIE
Oh.

He takes off his camera and holds it out in front of them.
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CHARLIE
Okay, one... two... three...

She presses her cheek against his. They both smile and the 
camera flashes. Charlie quickly pulls his arm back.

GIRL
You never answered my question.

CHARLIE
Oh, someone threw a baseball at me.

GIRL
Was it that kid?

She looks toward a feeble-looking BOY in a little league 
uniform, playing with tufts of grass in a nearby outfield.

CHARLIE
I don’t know.

GIRL
Alrighty.

She gets up and walks over to the baseball field, where a    
t-ball game is in full swing. Charlie follows as she hops the 
fence and grabs a BASEBALL BAT from inside the dugout.

CHARLIE
What are you doing?

She approaches the boy in the outfield, dragging the bat in 
one hand. Charlie hops over the fence, SHOUTING --

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
WAIT, STOP!

Charlie runs into the outfield and picks up the boy. The game 
stops and the parents all stand up.

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
(to the Girl)

He didn’t do anything. You leave 
him alone.

GIRL
After I knock his block off.

Charlie dodges as she SWINGS the bat at him and the boy. 
Charlie takes off, running around the outfield with the boy 
in his arms, the Girl chasing after him.

CHARLIE
YOU LEAVE HIM ALONE!
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The boy’s DAD runs up to Charlie, who is relieved for a 
moment, until --

-- the dad PUNCHES Charlie right in the face.

EXT. KID N' KABOODLE DAYCARE - DAY

This is the kind of small, worn-down daycare that looks like 
it could very well be abandoned. Cartoon children with faded, 
chipped faces smile down from the daycare’s dated logo.

A "Help Wanted" sign is taped to the front door.

INT. KID N' KABOODLE DAYCARE - PLAYROOM - DAY

Chaos reigns. TODDLERS are running left and right and left 
again, and the small staff of two can barely keep up.

Mary is one of those two. She’s in the middle of picking up 
toys when scrawny SIMON, 5, tugs on her pants from behind.

She turns around and gasps at him. He’s covered in glitter.

MARY
Oh.

LATER

Mary sits at a small table with Simon. Most of the glitter is 
cleaned off, but he remains a little sparkly.

SIMON
What does “gay” mean?

MARY
Who said that to you?

SIMON
Jacob called me “gay” before he put 
glitter on me.

Mary looks over to JACOB, 5, a chubby child over in the 
corner of the playroom, currently throwing action figures up 
at the ceiling. He pauses, scratches his butt, and sniffs.

MARY
(in a British accent)

How about we talk in our favorite 
voice instead?

Simon doesn’t bite. He stares down at the table.
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MARY
(in a British accent)

Come on now, Simon. I really would 
rather love it if you would. Just 
for me?

SIMON
(in a British accent)

Alright, Miss Finster, but only 
because I like you.

MARY
(in a British accent)

You know I like you too, my Simon.

Simon smiles. Success. She switches back to her normal voice.

MARY
Hey, do you know what I used to do 
every day when I was your age?

Mary fetches some paper and crayons. She sets them down in 
front of him.

MARY
I would draw with crayons like 
these. Do you think you could do 
that for me?

SIMON
What do you want me to draw?

Mary thinks for a moment.

MARY
I want you to think of the thing 
that you want the most in the whole 
wide world. Something... that makes 
you the most happy. When I was a 
little girl, I would get very sad 
sometimes. So every time I got sad, 
I would just take out my crayons 
and draw just that until I was 
happy again. What do you think?

SIMON
Okay.

Simon grabs a crayon and begins drawing. Mary smiles.

MARY
If you like, I’ll bring you some of 
my old drawings sometime. How does 
that sound?
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SIMON
(smiling)

Yes please.

The frazzled daycare owner, GLORIA, mid-40’s, walks up to the 
table and sighs when she sees the glittery Simon.

GLORIA
Did Jacob get his hands on the 
glitter again?

Mary nods. Gloria sighs again and walks away, SCREAMING --

GLORIA
Jacob! Keep testin’ me and you’re 
gonna end up on a milk carton, I 
swear to God!

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Charlie walks out of the baseball fields sporting a SWOLLEN 
EYE and nursing a BLOODY NOSE. He stops when he sees the 
Girl, leaning on a nearby truck and chewing on a wheat stalk.

CHARLIE
Why?

GIRL
Not my fault you don’t stand up for 
yourself.

CHARLIE
You know, I don’t believe we’ve 
officially met.

GIRL
I don’t believe we’ve officially 
looked at that picture we took.

Charlie pulls out the photo and looks at it for the first 
time.

CHARLIE
Oh.

IN THE PHOTO:

Charlie sits ALONE on the ground of the baseball park, 
holding his arm around NOTHING BUT AIR. Like some sort of 
twisted version of the old photo with him and his dad.
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GIRL
I think we make for a pretty cute 
picture, Chuck.

CHARLIE
Well.

GIRL
Cute as a button. As a picture of a 
button.

CHARLIE
You’re --

GIRL
(tapping her forehead)

I’m all in your head.

Charlie has a sudden FLASHBACK of realization --

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - DAY

Charlie runs around the outfield of the baseball field, 
carrying the little boy in his arms, SHOUTING at an invisible 
person chasing after him --

CHARLIE
YOU LEAVE HIM ALONE!

The boy’s dad runs up to Charlie and PUNCHES him in the face.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

CHARLIE
You’re all in my head?

GIRL
No, silly. I’m all in here.

She pats Charlie’s chest with one hand.

GIRL (CONT’D)
You’ve got a hole in your chest, 
Chuck, and I’m here to fill it up. 
Like concrete in a pothole. Or ice 
cream in a pothole. Or bunnies. 
Let’s go with ice cream.

Charlie sits there for a beat, trying to understand.

CHARLIE
So you’re not real?
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GIRL
Kinda.

CHARLIE
Figures. Girl like you and a guy 
like me? No. That would never 
happen.

GIRL
Would you rather have nobody at 
all?

That stings.

CHARLIE
You know, as much as I love sitting 
here talking to myself --

Charlie gets up and begins to walk away.

GIRL
Wait!

She runs up to him.

GIRL (CONT’D)
Please don’t be sad.

CHARLIE
How? Answer me that. How would my 
own mind know how to help me? Trust 
me, it’s not there. I’ve looked.

GIRL
Hand hug.

Charlie stares at her. She holds up her hand.

Slowly, like he can’t believe he’s actually going through 
with it, he gives her a gentle high-five and wraps his thumb 
around her hand.

GIRL (CONT’D)
Head on shoulder.

They both bend their index fingers over the other’s pinky.

GIRL (CONT’D)
Real hug.

She embraces him. Charlie tries to stop himself, but he 
can’t.

He hugs her.
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GIRL (CONT’D)
Hey. Everything’s gonna be alright.

Charlie closes his eyes.

CHARLIE
Everything’s gonna be alright.

GIRL
See?

CHARLIE
I don’t think I’ve ever been friend-
zoned this hard.

GIRL
Best friend-zoned.

NOTE: The girl, hereby known as FRIEND, is only visible to 
Charlie. She will either appear or disappear to us at any 
given time depending on perspective.

EXT. LITTLE LEAGUE BASEBALL FIELDS - DAY

Claymon, dressed as a BASEBALL COACH, slides a few bats into 
a bat bag as PARENTS meet up with their KIDS outside the 
fence of the dugout area.

Claymon smiles at a MAN and his SON as they pass by.

CLAYMON
Great work today, Bobby!

MAN
(smiling back)

We’ll see you Sunday, Father.

Claymon notices a BOY, 8, standing alone nearby.

CLAYMON
Hey big guy, can you help me carry 
this stuff out to my car?

BOY
Okay, coach.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Claymon and the boy carry baseball equipment toward the 
middle of the parking lot.
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CLAYMON
Here we are.

Claymon presses a button on his keys and the RED CONVERTIBLE 
MUSTANG in front of them beeps twice.

BOY
Woah! This is your car?

CLAYMON
Sure is!

They load the equipment into the trunk.

CLAYMON
You know how fast this thing can 
go?

BOY
I bet it goes so fast.

CLAYMON
So fast is right! I call her Hot 
Shirley.

The kid laughs. Claymon loads the last bag into the trunk and 
kneels down in front of the boy.

CLAYMON
Tell you what. Since you helped me 
out here today, I’ll let you take a 
quick ride with me and Hot Shirley. 
And I’ll show you how fast she can 
really go. What do you say?

Claymon suddenly notices Charlie standing at the opposite end 
of the parking lot, hugging nothing.

The boy’s FATHER walks through the parking lot behind Claymon 
and calls out --

FATHER
Let’s go, son!

The boy runs off to his dad.

BOY
See ya coach!

Claymon waves goodbye. He looks back to where Charlie was, 
but he’s nowhere to be found.
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EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

COUNTRY MUSIC is blaring. Andy and Will take turns grilling 
barbecue off the edge of the porch. They both look over at 
the big half-constructed stage in the middle of the yard.

WILL
Hell of a stage.

ANDY
Apparently Charlie’s into magic.

WILL
(hushed)

Like... real magic?

Geoffrey walks up holding his enormous, fluffy cat MUFFINS. 
The cat bobbles a big RED BALL OF YARN.

GEOFFREY
You guys met Muffins, right?

ANDY
I think you’ve introduced us to 
Muffins each time we’ve been around 
him, Geoffrey.

GEOFFREY
Oh. Hey, you know what? Did you see 
what I got him for his birthday?

Geoffrey pulls a small pair of cat-sized earmuffs out of his 
pocket and slides them on over the aloof cat’s ears.

GEOFFREY
I got him some ear muffs.

(beat)
Get it?

Andy and Will stare at Geoffrey. They don’t.

GEOFFREY
Ear muffs... for Muffins. Muffin’s 
muffs. I call them his muffmuffs.

Andy and Will continue to stare at Geoffrey for a beat.

WILL
Honest question, Jeff. Are you a 
queer?

ANDY
Will.
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Geoffrey’s smile disappears.

GEOFFREY
What?

WILL
Hey now, I don’t mean no 
disrespect. If a man wakes up one 
mornin’ and decides he’s gonna run 
backwards through a corn field in 
his birthday suit every day, that’s 
his God-given right and it’s no 
skin off my back. Just wanted to 
know is all.

GEOFFREY
I’m not.

WILL
Alright then.

They stand there. Nothing left to say. Meanwhile, in the --

CORNER OF THE BACK YARD

Charlie, now with a BLACK EYE, sits next to an EMPTY CHAIR 
under the shade of a large tree.

Friend appears from above the empty chair, hanging upside 
down from a tree branch.

This time, Friend is dressed up as a NATIVE AMERICAN. Yes, 
that’s right, a NATIVE AMERICAN, complete with messy 
facepaint and a feathered headpiece.

FRIEND
We should do something fun.

CHARLIE
No.

FRIEND
No wonder you don’t have real 
friends.

Friend swings back up and drops down from the tree. She sits 
in the chair beside Charlie, bored.

BACK TO THE PORCH

The rest of the gang sets the table. Andy’s hand accidentally 
brushes against Mary’s. They look up and smile at each other.
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GEOFFREY
How much would a Charlie Finster 
magic show run me for my birthday?

MARY
I’m sure he would love to, but I 
don’t know how much he charges. 
Charlie, food’s ready!

The group looks over and sees --

-- Charlie arguing MOS with the EMPTY CHAIR next to him, as 
if someone is sitting in it.

They stare quietly for a beat. The group begins to whisper --

WILL
Mary, you didn’t tell us your house 
was haunted.

ANDY
Alright, Will. Mary...

HALEY
Is he a bit... special?

ANDY
Yes. Special.

GEOFFREY
Who’s he talking to?

MARY
I... I don’t know.

WILL
This is some Poltergeist shit.

ANDY
Is he on medication?

MARY
No.

ANDY
Therapy?

HALEY
Andy!
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ANDY
Losing a parent is an 
understandably traumatic 
experience, alright? I just want to 
know if he needs help.

HALEY
It could be just some coping 
mechanism, to deal with... you 
know.

MARY
He quit therapy weeks ago.

Andy takes a deep breath and walks over to Charlie, who stops 
talking as soon as Andy gets near.

Andy kneels down next to the empty chair.

ANDY
Hey buddy.

CHARLIE
Hey.

ANDY
What’s up?

CHARLIE
Just sitting.

ANDY
Cool, cool. Say, who were you just 
now talking to?

FROM CHARLIE’S PERSPECTIVE:

Friend takes a knee in the grass in front of Charlie and 
removes the BOW AND ARROW from her back. She takes aim at a 
BIRD across the yard... and WHACK. Direct hit.

Remember - Charlie’s still the only one that can see this.

CHARLIE
Oh, nobody.

Andy talks to Charlie as if he’s talking to a five-year-old.

ANDY
In this chair right here, buddy?

CHARLIE
Just giving myself a little pep 
talk. Thinking happy thoughts.
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Charlie watches as Friend guts the small bird with a dagger.

He looks back to Andy and smiles.

EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS - CHILD DEVELOPMENT RESEARCH CENTER - DAY

A handful of COLLEGE STUDENTS pass by the fenced-in play area 
outside the Child Development Research Center. Toys and dolls 
litter the grass around the colorful jungle gym inside.

A STUDENT addresses a small crowd of TODDLERS sitting around 
her at the edge of the jungle gym.

STUDENT
Okay, who can tell me what day it 
is today?

A BOY raises his hand.

STUDENT
Yes, Horace.

HORACE
Monday.

STUDENT
No, today is Thursday. Now, who can 
tell me what’s special about 
Thursday?

Horace raises his hand again.

STUDENT
Yes, Horace.

HORACE
Spaghetti.

STUDENT
We did eat spaghetti today, yes. 
But Thursdays are when we get our 
very special visitor. Who can tell 
me his name? Do you remember?

Silence.

STUDENT
Mr. Claymon from the church is here 
to read for us again!

Claymon walks out the doors of the Development Center and 
into the play area with his arms open wide.
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CLAYMON
Hey kiddos!

All of the excitement drains from the kids’ faces.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Charlie idles his scooter down an empty street, scanning the 
houses as they pass by. The side buggy is empty.

CHARLIE
I’m not seeing it.

Friend appears, dressed as a KNIGHT IN SHINING ARMOR, riding 
next to the scooter on a HORSE in MATCHING ARMOR. Picture 
Joan of Arc with her hair blowing in the wind.

FRIEND
HALT!

Charlie slams on his brakes. Friend dismounts and walks up to 
a puddle on the street in front of them. She studies the 
puddle for a beat... then JUMPS and SPLASHES around in it.

She walks back to her horse, mounts, and continues onward.

FRIEND
We’re pretty sure it’s a little 
further, aren’t we Boris?

Friend strokes the horse’s mane. Charlie catches up.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
I think it’s sweet that you’re 
doing your magic for Geoffrey’s 
birthday.

CHARLIE
It’s not sweet. He’s paying me.

FRIEND
Chuck, lemme tell you a story.

CHARLIE
No.

FRIEND
(to the horse)

Boris, lemme tell you a story. Once 
upon a time, there was a little boy 
born on the Fourth of July. Thing 
is, he always had a hard time 
making friends. 
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Was it the way he talked? Was it 
the way he looked? Probably. 
Anyway, what friends he did have 
never ever came to his Fourth of 
July birthday parties because, 
let’s face it, it was the Fourth of 
July and they all wanted to blow up 
fireworks instead. Now I know what 
you’re thinking, Boris. Why not 
just move the party to a different 
day? Well, the boy was stubborn, 
and desperate for a true friend. 
This was his little way of finding 
one. Someone that he could trust, 
that would always have his back. 
Even on the fourth of July. Someone 
to go on adventures with him. 
Someone to love and play with 
forever. A friend in shining armor 
to chase away the sadness in his 
chest and the monsters in the 
closet. He couldn’t imagine 
anything better than that. But... a 
true friend never came along. Now 
he’s all grown up and all alone, 
performing magic shows for other 
people’s birthdays, making sure 
that nobody else suffers another 
birthday like he had... every 
single year of his tortured 
childhood life. The end.

She smiles and combs her fingers through the horse’s mane 
again. Charlie looks like he’s in physical pain. This was the 
last thing he wanted to hear.

He stops his scooter.

CHARLIE
What do you want from me?

Friend stops next to him, looking over at the quaint, 
conservatively decorated HOUSE they stopped in front of.

FRIEND
I want you to be happy.

She looks down at Charlie and smiles.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
So we’re going to make you happy.

Friend hops off the horse and walks up onto the yard.
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Charlie sighs and climbs out of the scooter. He follows 
Friend up the front yard and over to the iron side gate.

A small white PUPPY sits on the other side of the fence, 
visible through the gaps in the iron bars. It wags its tail 
and yaps at the sight of Charlie.

CHARLIE
We don’t need to be here. Listen, 
if she sees me --

FRIEND
See this little puppy?

Friend kneels down next to the yapping puppy.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
I want you to hop over this fence, 
and snap that little puppy’s neck 
with your bare hands.

Charlie doesn’t even react.

CHARLIE
Wanna run that by me one more time?

FRIEND
I want you to hop over this fence, 
and snap that little puppy’s neck 
with your bare hands.

The puppy hops back and forth, barking and wagging its tail.

Charlie stares back at the puppy, transfixed, before he snaps 
out of it. He slowly backs away.

CHARLIE
No. Nope. Nope nope nope nope.

Charlie walks away from the gate and the house, back to the 
scooter. Friend turns around, calling out after him --

FRIEND
What made you think this was 
optional, Chuck?

Charlie drives off.
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EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD

Zig-zagging streamers and animal-shaped balloons. “Happy 
Birthday” napkins and presents with kitten-themed wrapping 
paper. The cake on the table befittingly features a lasered-
on photo of Geoffrey holding his engorged cat Muffins.

Additionally, Charlie’s stage is now finished. The backdrop 
is covered in a dark blue cloth, spotted with silver stars.

In a MONTAGE:

Charlie, wearing his MAGICIAN COSTUME, performs a full-
fledged MAGIC SHOW onstage to the melody of CLASSICAL MUSIC. 
Flashes of fire, soaring doves, sight gags, and card tricks.

This is Charlie in his element.

Directly opposite of Charlie stands the youth group, all 
wearing CONICAL PARTY HATS. Geoffrey sits in the only chair, 
petting Muffins (wearing his “muffmuffs”) in his lap.

Mary looks over to Andy. He smiles.

MARY
You know, at the daycare... at the 
daycare where I work...

ANDY
Yes?

MARY
We’re looking for... new helpers.

ANDY
New helpers, huh?

MARY
Yes, we’re hiring.

ANDY
Cool! I’ll see what I can do.

Andy winks at her. Mary can’t help but smile.

Andy looks down and spots BLOOD seeping through Mary’s sleeve 
on her forearm.

ANDY
Mary, you’re bleeding.

MARY
What?
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Mary notices her arm and covers it up with her other hand. 
She runs off through the back door of the house.

Andy watches her go, confused.

Charlie finishes a juggling act. He takes a bow to the 
applause from the small crowd of four and hops off the stage.

Friend sulks in the tree at the corner of the yard. She’s now 
dressed as a SAFARI ADVENTURER. Think Steve Irwin with a wide-
brimmed safari hat.

FRIEND
You’re ignoring me, Chuck!

Charlie wheels up a TABLE, draped in a dark blue cloth with 
more silver stars, right in front of Geoffrey. Charlie’s 
three red juggling balls sit on top of the table.

CHARLIE
Ladies and gentlemen, I have one 
more trick. Geoffrey, if you would 
please...

Friend appears in the crowd behind Geoffrey. Charlie pretends 
not to see her and holds out a deck of cards for Geoffrey.

FRIEND
It really butters my muffins when 
you ignore me, Chuck!

Geoffrey picks a card, peeks at it, then places it back.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
And you know what? I don’t like my 
muffins buttered.

CHARLIE
Geoffrey, would you say... you’re a 
fan of magic?

GEOFFREY
Duh.

CHARLIE
Are you a...

Charlie spins around the table, revealing --

-- a set of shiny LAWNMOWER BLADES facing the audience.

CHARLIE
... big fan?
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The group gasps. Charlie looks at Friend glaring back at him. 
He’s a little nervous now.

Charlie YANKS on the rip cord and the engine ROARS to life. 
The group stares, horrified, as he spins the box sideways. He 
steps in front of the fan and tosses the entire deck of cards 
into the lawnmower blades.

CRUNCH. The cards are instantly shredded. The pieces rain 
around Charlie in a whirlwind of black, white, and red.

CHARLIE
Whoops. As you can see, the danger 
is very real. But, I need to get 
your card back.

He sticks his hand into the fan. Geoffrey squeals and covers 
his eyes.

Charlie pulls back his arm and... his hand is gone. He acts 
shocked only for a moment, playing up the group’s disgust, 
before he pops his hand back out of his sleeve...

... holding Geoffrey’s card. More applause. Charlie spins the 
table back around, blades facing the group, and takes a bow. 
Thankfully, Friend is gone.

THOMAS (O.S.)
Well done, Chuck.

Charlie wheels around to face the stage behind him, knocking 
a red juggling ball to the ground in front of the fan.

CHARLIE
Dad?

Sure enough, Charlie’s dad stands center stage.

FROM THE GROUP’S PERSPECTIVE:

Everyone stares, puzzled. Charlie begins walking over to the 
apparently invisible person standing on the stage.

CHARLIE
No. You’re not real.

As the group is staring at Charlie near the stage, Muffins is 
transfixed by the little red juggling ball in the grass.

In fact, it looks a whole lot like his red ball of yarn.

GEOFFREY
Is this part of the magic?
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WILL
He’s seein’ another ghost.

ANDY
You okay there, Charlie?

FROM CHARLIE’S PERSPECTIVE:

Charlie rubs his eyes and looks back to his dad. Thomas 
smiles.

THOMAS
Everything’s gonna be alright, 
Chuck.

Charlie slowly smiles back, but only for a moment --

Franklin’s car suddenly ZOOMS across the stage and SLAMS into 
Thomas with a familiar CRUNCH. Charlie SCREAMS.

FROM THE GROUP’S PERSPECTIVE:

They watch Charlie scream at what appears to be nothing.

Charlie leaps backward, still screaming, covering his face --

-- Muffins hops off of Geoffrey’s lap and pounces on the red 
juggling ball in the grass, right in front of the spinning 
lawnmower blades --

-- Charlie slips on all the shredded cards in the yard --

-- he falls backward, SLAMS his head into the table --

-- and knocks it over on top of Muffins.

Muffins is instantly SHREDDED.

Gore and bloody cat parts EXPLODE out into the yard in all 
directions, like someone dropped a grenade into a batch of 
chunky red velvet cake batter.

Andy, Haley, Will, and Geoffrey are all evenly SPLATTERED 
with Muffins. Everyone SCREAMS. Geoffrey falls backward in 
his chair and hits the ground, SHOUTING --

GEOFFREY
MUFFINS!

The smoking lawnmower table keeps on sputtering and spinning, 
continuously spraying Muffins, mud, and grass all over the 
entire yard, the stage, the house, and the decorations.
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WILL
GOD ALMIGHTY DAMN!

Charlie is hit with the brunt of the Muffins bits as he 
blindly reaches for a switch on the box.

He finally finds the switch and flicks the machine off.

Geoffrey lays unmoving on the grass, still in his chair.

Haley stands still, screaming. Andy retches on the grass. 
Will examines himself, frowning. He’s coated in red.

Simon, jaw dropped, stares from over the neighboring fence.

SIMON
(in a British accent)

Bloody hell!

Charlie kneels down in the grass, hands covering his face, 
shaking.

FROM CHARLIE’S PERSPECTIVE --

While everyone else is distracted, Friend kneels down in 
front of Charlie, staring at him with unusually fiery eyes. 
She tilts Charlie’s chin up with one hand.

FRIEND
(calm)

Look at me Charlie.

Charlie opens his watery eyes with difficulty.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
Do I have your attention now?

Charlie can’t speak.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
A good friend of mine, my second 
best friend, once said that hell 
meant losing the ones you love the 
most. And that’s... this, isn’t it?

(giggles)
I want you to imagine seeing what 
you just saw there every single day 
for the rest of your natural life. 
Reliving your daddy’s accident... 
Every. Single. Day. Think you can 
handle that, Chuck?

Charlie slowly shakes his head, terrified. No.
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FRIEND (CONT’D)
You’d go... crazy, wouldn’t you?

Charlie slowly nods with Friend.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
(giggling again)

You’d lose your mind! Wanna know 
how you can keep that from 
happening?

(beat)
You are going to do exactly what I 
tell you to do, when I tell you to 
do it, until I say we’re done.

(beat)
Do you understand?

Charlie still can’t speak.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
Agreed? Say yes, Chuck. I wanna 
hear you say it.

CHARLIE
(defeated)

Yes.

Friend smiles.

FRIEND
Only bad people deserve to go to 
hell, Chuck.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY

Mary turns off the faucet and wipes her arm with a towel. 
Several rows of SCARS run up her forearm like red and brown 
zebra stripes... some more fresh than others.

Mary pulls her blood-spotted sleeve back down and sits on the 
edge of the bathtub. She reaches down to the purse at her 
feet and pulls out her inhaler.

She stops when she spots her gun inside her purse.

She closes her eyes, whispering --

MARY
I can’t. I’m not ready yet. I’m not 
ready, I’m not ready...

She snaps her head back up at the sound of MUFFLED SCREAMS.
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She bolts out of the bathroom.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

Mary steps out into the red backyard.

Blood, dirt, grass, and cat parts. Everywhere.

Andy chatters into his phone as Haley blasts her face with 
the water hose. Wide-eyed Geoffrey is still in shock, laying 
down in the grass. Will is busy removing his pants.

WILL
(to himself)

Finally get me one pair of good 
Levi’s... and this is what happens.

Charlie is nowhere to be found.

ANDY
(on the phone)

Yes. Yes, the cat exploded. No, the 
firetruck won’t be necessary.

An eyeball rolls off the edge of Geoffrey’s birthday cake.

EXT. PARK/PLAYGROUND - DAY

Charlie, blood-splattered and expressionless, drives his 
scooter past a residential park. He passes an AMBULANCE 
zooming down the street toward Mary’s house.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DAY

Two PARAMEDICS strap Geoffrey into a stretcher. The front 
yard glows red and blue from the lights of the ambulance.

Andy and Haley, both stained red, stand there in the yard as 
the paramedics slowly load Geoffrey into the ambulance. The 
siblings are still wearing their party hats.

Will joins them, clad in nothing but his tighty-whities.

The three of them just watch, unsure of what to say.

WILL
That... was damn near one of the 
worst birthday parties I’ve ever 
been to.

(beat)
Bottom three at least.
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ANDY
I’m gonna go find Mary.

Andy walks out to his car. Haley and Will just stand there.

HALEY
Where’s Charlie?

INT. CAR TRUNK - DAY

Pitch black.

Daylight suddenly floods the empty trunk. A puzzled YOUNG 
BASEBALL PLAYER, 5, leans in and looks around.

Not here.

EXT. LITTLE LEAGUE BASEBALL FIELDS - DAY

The boy shuts the trunk of the red convertible mustang and 
walks off through the parking lot and onto a baseball field.

His team is practicing. The boy walks up to Claymon, busy 
hitting balls to the PLAYERS from the home plate.

YOUNG BASEBALL PLAYER
Coach?

CLAYMON
Yeah.

YOUNG BASEBALL PLAYER
It’s not in there.

CLAYMON
(turning around)

What do you mean it’s not in there?

The boy shrugs.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Charlie, still completely splattered in blood and wearing his 
magician costume, advances down the sidewalk, holding a 
LITTLE LEAGUE SLUGGER BAT in one hand.

He’s determined, menacing, dead in the eyes.

He stops in front of a familiar house. A white puppy yaps at 
him from the side gate.
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Charlie marches forward and climbs over the gate. The puppy 
leaps back, still yapping as Charlie lands in the backyard.

Charlie slowly steps toward the backtracking puppy.

Terrified, the whining puppy rolls over on its back in the 
center of the yard. Charlie stops and stands over the dog. 
His grip on the bat tightens.

He raises the bat high above his head --

INT. MISS GRIMBLETON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Miss Grimbleton grumpily watches television from her electric 
wheelchair in her living room.

Charlie can be seen in the backyard, through the windows 
behind Miss Grimbleton, as he bludgeons her puppy to death 
with the baseball bat.

Miss Grimbleton snaps the remote toward her TV. Click.

Charlie finishes and jerks his head toward the house. He 
walks up to the back window. Miss Grimbleton continues to 
watch TV, undisturbed.

Charlie enters the house through the back door. He sneaks 
into the back of the living room and stops.

Miss Grimbleton sets down the remote and reaches back to her 
oxygen tank. She turns the oxygen all the way down to ZERO.

She picks up her GRABBER, a plastic stick with a claw on one 
end, and reaches for a PACK OF CIGARETTES on a nearby table. 
It’s a little too far away - she’s straining to reach it.

Charlie eyes the oxygen tank on the back of her chair.

He walks up behind her, quietly kneels down, and cranks her 
oxygen tank to FULL BLAST.

He turns around and exits out the back door.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Charlie removes the collar from the dead dog, pockets it, and 
drops the dog into the dumpster.
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EXT. MISS GRIMBLETON’S HOUSE - FRONT LAWN - DAY

Charlie hops back over the fence with his bloody baseball bat 
and makes his way down to the sidewalk.

INT. MISS GRIMBLETON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Miss Grimbleton, hands shaking, finally removes a cigarette 
from the pack and brings it to her lips.

She pulls up a LIGHTER and flicks it once... twice... three 
times...

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Charlie walks down the sidewalk, away from Miss Grimbleton’s 
house.

Miss Grimbleton’s front window EXPLODES OUTWARD behind him in 
a deafening burst of flame, black smoke, and broken glass.

Charlie continues walking. He pulls out his inhaler.

PUFF.

INT. YOUNG MARY’S BEDROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK)

In a familiar sequence...

Young Mary sits at a small table in the corner of her room. 
She’s scribbling furiously on a piece of paper with one of 
the many crayons scattered on the table.

She’s drawing the early stages of what appears to be a 
menacing GREEN ALIEN.

She’s startled by a knock on the door.

LINDA FINSTER, early-30’s, walks in and kneels down next to 
Mary. Linda is hairless and withered from chemo, but carries 
it all with confidence and grace.

YOUNGER THOMAS appears at the door, holding YOUNG CHARLIE, 3.

EXT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Young Mary and Young Charlie stand on the porch, watching 
their parents load luggage into a taxi parked at the curb.

Thomas and Linda wave goodbye from outside the taxi.
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The two siblings on the porch are upset, but there’s a 
deeper, more confused sadness in Mary’s eyes.

A figure appears behind Mary and walks out onto the porch. A 
hand reaches down and caresses Mary’s shoulder.

It’s YOUNGER CLAYMON.

He picks Mary up and waves goodbye to Thomas and Linda as 
they enter the taxi. The three on the porch watch as the taxi 
drives off down the street.

INT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Young Charlie sits on the floor of the kitchen with his toys. 
The small FAMILY DOG rests on the floor next to him. A child-
proof gate keeps them both from leaving.

INT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Young Mary quietly sits on the edge of the bed in the open 
bedroom at the end of the hallway, like she’s in time-out.

Claymon appears from inside the bedroom and gently closes the 
door.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - DAY

Mary sits alone in the middle of the empty pews, staring at 
the unlit candles across the altar.

Andy walks up the aisle and quietly sits down next to her. 
He’s still covered in blood. They both stare straight ahead.

ANDY
You okay?

Mary doesn’t respond.

ANDY
Listen, I know this probably isn’t 
the best time to have this 
conversation, but Mary... we need 
to do something about Charlie.

Mary looks over to him.

ANDY
Bless him, he’s just not well. He’s 
sick, Mary. He’s talking to 
imaginary people. 
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He’s seeing things. Sometimes, 
losing someone you love is just too 
much for some people. Charlie is 
one of those people. It’s now 
gotten to the point where he’s 
dangerous to everyone around him. 
Geoffrey, Will, Haley... you and 
me...

MARY
Okay.

ANDY
How long can we let this go 
untreated? How long before he 
really hurts someone? It’s already 
too late for Geoffrey’s cat.

MARY
I don’t know.

ANDY
I’ll tell you what. Let me take 
care of this. Let me make some 
phone calls. We’ll get Charlie the 
help he needs. But I need your help 
too, Mary. I’ll need your full 
cooperation here.

Andy slides his hand over Mary’s leg.

ANDY (CONT’D)
And when the time comes, I’ll need 
you to agree to this. To helping 
Charlie. Can you do that for me, 
Mary?

Mary can barely breathe. Andy smiles at her, his thumb moving 
back... and forth... over her leg.

MARY
(quivering)

Okay. Yes.

ANDY
Wonderful.

Andy gives her a wink and stands up. He leaves.

Mary begins to hyperventilate. She pulls out her inhaler.

PUFF.
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EXT. PARK/PLAYGROUND - DAY

Friend swings back and forth on a swingset, alone in the 
middle of the playground. She’s dressed as a FIREFIGHTER. She 
jumps off the swing at the sight of Charlie approaching.

Charlie power-walks toward her and forcefully embraces her 
with everything he’s got.

FRIEND
This is nice.

CHARLIE
Am I going to Hell?

FRIEND
Hey. You’ve already been there. 
There’s no going back.

CHARLIE
Okay.

FRIEND
You feel better, don’t you?

CHARLIE
I do.

FRIEND
See, Chuck? And we’re just getting 
started. Everything’s gonna be 
alright. I’ll make sure of it.

CHARLIE
Everything’s gonna be alright.

Charlie closes his eyes. We change perspective, and --

-- Charlie holds nothing but air once again. Behind him, off 
the suburban homes and treetops lining the horizon, a DARK 
PLUME OF SMOKE billows up and mixes with the clouds.

We hear the sound of DISTANT SIRENS grow louder and louder...

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - STREET - DAY

Claymon stands in the street in front of Miss Grimbleton’s 
house and watches it go up in flames. Firemen scramble to 
hose down the raging fire, but it’s far too late.

Claymon calmly picks up his baseball gear and walks home 
through all the firetrucks, police, and gawking neighbors.
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INT. CLAYMON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The house is plain, almost bare. Very few decorations, save 
for one wooden CROSS on the wall near a few framed pictures 
of Claymon as a SCOUT MASTER with a troop of BOY SCOUTS.

Claymon, lost in thought, sits in the recliner with a glass 
of whiskey and a large, unopened PHOTO ALBUM in his lap. All 
blinds are shut. It’s dark, save for the one lamp beside him.

Claymon suddenly senses something. He whips around in his 
chair and observes his empty living room. He’s alone.

He stands up.

CLAYMON
Is anybody there?

Nothing. He sits back down.

Friend is now sitting on the couch across from Claymon, still 
dressed as a firefighter.

She stares at him with a ferocious, unbearable hatred.

Claymon looks up again. He sees an empty couch.

He must be losing it. He opens up the photo album.

On the wall behind him, the wooden cross slowly tips over to 
the side and swings upside down, hanging by one nail.

INT. HALEY’S BEDROOM - DAY

Haley stares up at the ceiling from under the covers. A tear 
streaks down her cheek.

HALEY
Am I going to Hell?

Will props himself up on his elbow beside her.

WILL
Now, why would a pretty little 
thing like you be going to a place 
as ugly as that?

He brushes back her hair. Haley looks over at him in horror.

HALEY
I promised. Oh God, I promised I 
wouldn’t, Will.
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WILL
What’d you promise?

HALEY
Tell me I’m going to be okay.

WILL
You’re going to be --

HALEY
(increasingly distraught)

I’m not going to be okay. I’m going 
straight to Hell. God told me not 
to and I told him I wouldn’t but I 
did and I had such a bright future 
in front of me but I blew it 
because I’m nothing but dirty 
filthy rotten sinner scum --

WILL
Sweetie, now let’s just take a deep 
breath --

HALEY
(bawling, completely 
hysterical)

-- my life is not my own and I 
promised Jesus I would use it to 
serve him and not the carnal 
pleasures of the everlasting sinful 
desire for premarital relations 
with a beautiful country man with 
blue eyes and scruffy perfect 
facial hair and cowboy boots that 
would take me for rides on his 
horses far away out in the open 
country fields where we would make 
love in a sunlit apple orchard 
under a thousand shining red 
spheres of twinkling pleasure --

Will is at a loss.

EXT. ANDY’S HOUSE - DAY

Andy pulls his guitar case out of the back of a van parked at 
the curb.

ANDY
Thanks again for the ride, man!

His BANDMATE calls out from inside the van.
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BANDMATE
My pleasure, man. Great stuff 
today.

Andy shuts the back and walks over to the passenger window.

ANDY
Thanks. You know, I truly feel like 
this --

(holds up guitar case)
-- really is the best way to feel 
His presence on Earth.

BANDMATE
Just let me get you laid and 
that’ll change soon enough.

Andy narrows his eyes at him.

BANDMATE
Just kidding. Jesus.

The bandmate speeds the van off.

INT. HALEY’S BEDROOM - DAY

Haley chucks a pillow at Will from across the room, followed 
by another and another, all while screaming --

HALEY
LEAD ME NOT INTO TEMPTATION AND 
DELIVER ME FROM EVIL --

Will shields himself with his arms in the corner.

WILL
Mary can we please just talk about 
this --

She grabs her bedside lamp and throws it as hard as she can 
at him. It misses and SHATTERS against the wall.

Andy bursts in through the door.

ANDY
Haley what’s wrong?!

He sees Will in the corner... in his tighty-whities.

ANDY
You.
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EXT. ANDY’S HOUSE - DAY

Andy SHOVES Will out into the lawn from the front door. Will 
stumbles and falls on his back. Still in his tighty-whities.

ANDY
Don’t you ever come near Haley 
again!

Will gets up and brushes himself off.

WILL
It was consexual, Andy.

ANDY
Consexual?

WILL
Consensuous. Consensual. It was 
consensual.

ANDY
You leave before I call the police.

WILL
You know what, Andy? You need to 
quit stickin’ your nose in other 
people’s business. This is between 
me and your very attractive sister!

ANDY
How dare you.

WILL
First you gotta butt in on 
Charlie’s problems, and now here we 
are! Just leave people alone, man!

ANDY
Leave. Now.

WILL
I think I know what it is. You’re 
just jealous that Charlie can speak 
to ghosts and you can’t!

ANDY
He needs help and so do you!

WILL
Oh I’m sorry, is love a sickness?

Andy turns around and goes back inside. The door slams shut 
behind him.
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WILL (CONT’D)
Charlie can speak to ghosts, Andy! 
I’m gonna prove you wrong!

INT. ANDY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Andy storms inside and grabs a phonebook off a nearby table. 
Haley, wrapped in her bedsheet, enters from the hallway.

HALEY
Andy, I’m so sorry --

ANDY
Save it.

He finds the number he’s looking for and pulls out his cell.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Charlie opens a cabinet and removes every drinking glass from 
inside. He gathers them all in his arms.

INT. GARAGE - DAY

Charlie sets down the glasses next to a heavy-duty BLENDER on 
a table against the side of the garage.

He bends down and removes a white, hooded HAZMAT SUIT from a 
plastic sack on the floor. He unzips it and steps inside.

INT. MARY’S BEDROOM - DAY

Mary paints in the corner of her room. A portrait of TWO 
PEOPLE is beginning to take shape on her canvas.

The doorbell rings. Mary stops painting, confused.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Mary opens the front door to find Andy with two POLICE 
OFFICERS. Behind them, a couple of MEN in white medical garb 
wait outside a WHITE VAN.

ANDY
It’s time, Mary.

MARY
Time?
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Andy and the two officers step inside.

ANDY
It’s time.

Charlie appears at the edge of the living room. He’s zipped 
up in his hazmat suit and wearing goggles.

CHARLIE
Someone asking for me?

ANDY
(to Charlie)

Hey buddy. Say, why don’t you come 
on over here?

CHARLIE
I’m good, thanks.

ANDY
Go ahead and come on over here, 
Charlie.

MARY
Wait.

POLICE OFFICER 1
Alright. Ma’am, this man here said 
that your brother is mentally 
disturbed, you are in danger, and 
you have requested our assistance. 
Is that correct?

ANDY
Yes it is. Her brother is sick, 
possibly schizophrenic, and he 
murdered a cat in front of our 
entire youth group.

CHARLIE
Glad to hear you enjoyed the show.

POLICE OFFICER 1
(to Mary)

Just answer the question. Is that 
correct, ma’am?

Everyone looks at Mary. She looks from the police officers... 
to Andy... to Charlie. The pressure is on.

MARY
Well... I...
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POLICE OFFICER 1
Yes or no.

MARY
I...

Andy shoots her a death glare.

MARY
N... No.

POLICE OFFICER 1
It’s not?

MARY
No. It’s not. He’s... fine.

Andy is dumbfounded.

The police officers look to each other and sigh.

POLICE OFFICER 1
Alright then. Let’s chalk this up 
to a misunderstanding and call it a 
day. Call us if there’s any 
trouble.

POLICE OFFICER 2
(to Andy)

Next time, son, call us only if you 
have an actual emergency. No more 
misunderstandings, okay?

Andy can only stare at Mary in disbelief.

POLICE OFFICER 2 (CONT’D)
(to Andy)

You understand me?

ANDY
Yes, officer.

POLICE OFFICER 1
You folks have a nice day.

The officers leave as Andy stares down Mary.

ANDY
I... cannot believe you.

CHARLIE
Thanks for stopping by, Andy.

Andy looks to Charlie, sighs, and storms out of the house.
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CHARLIE (CONT’D)
(to Mary)

Thanks to you, too. Good to know 
all you guys are keeping me in your 
thoughts.

Charlie leaves the room, back to the garage. Mary stands 
there in the living room, alone and heartbroken.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

Charlie dons a surgical mask that covers up the rest of his 
face, from his nose to his chin.

He drops a drinking glass inside the blender, closes the lid, 
and flicks it on. The glass inside the blender is ground up 
into tiny bits with an ear-shattering CRACK.

EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS - CHILD DEVELOPMENT RESEARCH CENTER - DAY

Claymon sits in a chair in the corner of the outside 
playground. He picks up a TODDLER, sets him on his lap, and 
addresses a group of RESTLESS TODDLERS in front of him.

CLAYMON
Now, who here has heard about 
Moses?

The toddler on Claymon’s lap jumps off and runs away, crying. 
Claymon shrugs at the SUPERVISOR standing nearby.

CLAYMON
Kids.

Suddenly, behind him --

-- Charlie walks by, passing through the busy campus. He’s 
dressed in his white hazmat suit, complete with gloves, his 
surgical mask, and his goggles strapped up on his forehead.

He carries a small BOX.

EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS - CDRC PARKING LOT - DAY

Charlie looks up and down the rows of cars, unsatisfied. He 
spots a MULTILEVEL PARKING GARAGE across the street.

He starts walking in that direction when a CAMPUS POLICE CAR 
suddenly drives across the street in front of him.
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He DUCKS behind a parked car and peeks around the corner. The 
police car drives off as Charlie yanks his mask down.

CHARLIE
See any more cops?

Friend leans out from behind Charlie and scans the 
surroundings.

She’s dressed as a POLICE OFFICER.

FRIEND
You’re good.

INT. PARKING GARAGE - DAY

Charlie and Friend pace up and down the many rows and levels 
of cars. Nothing yet.

EXT. PARKING GARAGE ROOF - DAY

The two of them breach the rooftop. After a quick scan, 
Charlie spots --

-- a cherry red Mustang with the top down. Target acquired.

Charlie opens the box and removes a LARGE ZIPLOCK BAGGIE 
filled with FINE GLASS DUST. He tosses the box into a nearby 
trashcan and advances toward the car with Friend.

But once they reach the Mustang, the car parked right next to 
it comes into view --

-- and it’s the EXACT SAME CAR. Two identical cherry red 
Mustangs with their tops down, parked side-by-side.

Charlie steps toward the car on the left, but hesitates. No. 
The car on the right this time. Wait.

FRIEND
You’re sure you know which one?

Charlie doesn’t say a word. Panic sets in. His head darts 
back and forth between the two vehicles.

Mustang number one. Or Mustang number two.

He picks Mustang one.

Charlie leaps into the drivers seat. He pops on his goggles, 
zips the suit to his chin, and snaps rubber bands around each 
wrist, sealing his gloves tight.
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He immediately goes to work, emptying the bag evenly into 
each air conditioning vent. Friend watches from the back seat 
as Charlie finishes and pockets the empty ziplock baggie.

The air conditioner is set to OFF.

FRIEND
Can you find any ID or insurance 
things in here, just so we’re sure?

Charlie stares at the glove compartment. He tentatively 
reaches over and pops it open.

A SNUB NOSE .357 MAGNUM REVOLVER rests inside.

Charlie slowly picks it up and examines it. Friend smiles.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
Finders keepers.

Charlie hops back out of the car with the handgun and makes 
his way to the stairway at the edge of the rooftop. Friend 
catches up to him.

FRIEND (CONT’D)
Charlie, keep that hidden!

Charlie stops, realizes he’s holding the gun in plain sight, 
and quickly shoves it inside his suit pocket.

INT. DORM ROOM - DAY

A scrawny FRESHMAN looks out of his top-floor window with a 
pair of binoculars.

FROM HIS PERSPECTIVE:

A lone gunman in a hazmat suit stands on the roof of the 
nearby parking garage, pocketing his gun.

The terrified freshman slowly lowers his binoculars and picks 
up his cellphone.

INT. PARKING GARAGE STAIRWELL - DAY

Charlie rushes down the steps, leaping two or three at a time 
until the gun slips out of his pocket --

-- it CLANGS down the steps and Charlie leaps away, covering 
himself with his arms --
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-- until the gun stops at the next landing, without firing. 
Charlie takes a deep breath and retrieves the gun again.

INT. CAMPUS POLICE CAR (MOVING) - DAY

The POLICE OFFICER drives around the outside of the parking 
garage. His radio fizzles to life --

DISPATCH
All units, please be advised - we 
have a possible Code Black at the 
Flint parking garage. Possible Code 
Black. Suspect described as wearing 
a white hazmat suit. Repeat, a 
white hazmat suit.

Suddenly, Charlie DASHES across the street RIGHT IN FRONT of 
the police car. The police officer slams on his brakes and 
grabs his radio.

POLICE OFFICER
This is unit 516, I have a visual 
on the suspect. Repeat, I have 
visual. In pursuit.

DISPATCH
Copy that 516, I am sending backup 
your way.

The police officer slams open his car door and calls out to 
Charlie as he runs across the campus --

POLICE OFFICER
You in the white! FREEZE!

Charlie turns around, sees the cop, and BOLTS for the nearest 
building. The police officer RUNS after Charlie from his car 
as Charlie enters the --

INT. CHEMICAL ENGINEERING BUILDING - HALLWAY - DAY

Charlie runs as fast as he possibly can down a corridor and 
disappears around a corner --

-- BAM! He runs right smack into a BEARDED PROFESSOR, mid-
40’s, carrying a large stack of papers. The professor YELPS 
as all his papers spill onto the floor.

Charlie looks at the professor in horror for a split second.

He snaps out of it and keeps running. The professor calls out 
after him --
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BEARDED PROFESSOR
Are you kidding me?!

The police officer, not too far behind, jogs inside with his 
hand on his gun holster. He rounds the same corner, passes 
the professor grumpily picking up papers, and walks through 
swinging doors plastered with WARNING SIGNS.

He’s lost Charlie. He looks down the long hallway of 
classrooms before him --

-- as one of the classroom doors clicks shut.

INT. RESEARCH LABORATORY - DAY

The police officer opens the door to at least 30 STUDENTS 
conducting research and running all kinds of chemical 
experiments --

-- and they’re all wearing the EXACT SAME OUTFIT as Charlie. 
White hazmat suits, surgical masks, and goggles on each 
student. Any one of them could be him.

One of the hazmat suit wearers on the opposite end of the 
lab, who just might be Charlie, eyes the door beside him.

INT. CHEMICAL ENGINEERING BUILDING - HALLWAY - DAY

A giddy TOUR GUIDE leads a small group of PARENTS and 
PROSPECTIVE FRESHMEN down the corridor.

TOUR GUIDE
Now, who here is looking to major 
in chemical engineering? Where’s 
all my little science nerds at?

A BORED TEEN raises her hand.

TOUR GUIDE (CONT’D)
Excellent! This is where most of 
your classes would take place. And 
if you were to get really 
serious...

The guide stops the group in front of those swinging doors 
with warning signs.

TOUR GUIDE (CONT’D)
You’ll be conducting research in 
our most restricted area, reserved 
for top students only. 
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Now I’m certainly no expert on the 
subject, but right now, I imagine 
they’re conducting some exciting 
research and experiments over 
radiation, nuclear reactors, 
combustible materials --

Charlie, still in his hazmat suit, BURSTS through the 
swinging doors and looks at the group. He reaches over to the 
FIRE ALARM SWITCH on the wall beside him and YANKS it down.

Charlie shoves through the group and BOLTS down the hallway.

TOUR GUIDE
Oh no. Oh god. Oh my god.

The parents and teenagers stand there, confused. The tour 
guide SCREAMS at the top of his lungs over the alarm --

TOUR GUIDE
EVERYBODY RUN NOW!

The group follows suit and SCREAMS, scattering in all 
directions.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

The tour guide SLAMS open the door, screaming --

TOUR GUIDE
EVERYONE GET OUT OF HERE! IT’S 
GONNA BLOW!

All the STUDENTS immediately PANIC and trample over each 
other on their way toward the door.

INT. CHEMICAL ENGINEERING BUILDING - HALLWAY - DAY

The police officer runs back through the swinging doors and 
is enveloped in PURE CHAOS. Terrified STUDENTS and FACULTY 
MEMBERS pack the hallway, shoving toward the exits.

Water rains from the ceiling, students scream and slam into 
one another, papers scatter in the air --

EXT. CHEMICAL ENGINEERING BUILDING - DAY

Police officers surround the building, guns drawn.
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Students spill out of the doors in a frenzy, soaking wet and 
running for cover. The cops lower their weapons, confused. 
And in the middle of all the students --

-- Charlie strolls out of the building, now wearing his 
NORMAL CLOTHES. He fits right in with the rest of the crowd.

As he makes his way through the crowd of terrified students, 
scrambling police officers, and their cars --

-- Friend appears walking next to Charlie, still dressed as a 
police officer. She grins and smacks Charlie on the back.

Charlie smiles back, unnoticed by a nearby crowd of 
astonished SPECTATORS watching the hysteria --

-- including Claymon.

EXT. PARKING GARAGE ROOF - DAY

Claymon walks across the roof to his car, deep in thought. He 
presses the remote on his car keys as he reaches the two 
identical Mustangs. Distracted, he walks over to Mustang one.

Remember, this is the car that Charlie just rigged.

Claymon jiggles the handle. It’s locked.

He stares at the car, confused, until he realizes --

-- wrong car.

Of course. How silly of him. He walks around and opens the 
door to Mustang two, gets in, and drives off.

EXT. PARK - DAY

An ELDERLY WOMAN sits in a rickety folding chair out in the 
grass, staring intently at the EMPTY CHAIR in front of her.

Beside her, another ELDERLY WOMAN does the same with another 
EMPTY FOLDING CHAIR. Behind them are two more WOMEN staring 
at two more EMPTY CHAIRS.

They are four of about twenty OLD LADIES, spread out evenly 
around the park across the street from Christ the King 
Church. Each of them staring at their own empty chairs.

Silence. One of the women dabs a tear from her eye.
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A muscular, middle-aged woman named EDNA walks among the 
elderly women. Intimidating and sour. She’s wearing a t-shirt 
that says “SISTERS UNDER CHRIST THE KING.”

Haley follows her with a small notebook, jotting down notes.

Edna stops. Haley stops behind her.

EDNA
(loud)

And... begin.

All of the women in chairs begin excitedly jabbering with the 
empty chairs in front of them, like they’re catching up with 
an old friend they haven’t seen in years.

Edna and Haley resume walking among the women.

EDNA
I’ve got to hand it to you, Haley. 
This was a good idea. I’m 
impressed, for once.

HALEY
Thank you, Edna. A friend of mine 
uses it as a sort of coping 
mechanism, so I thought we could 
all use it just the same.

EDNA
There may be hope for you yet, 
Haley.

HALEY
Thank you, Edna.

EDNA
Status report?

Haley refers to her notes.

HALEY
We’re expecting the big fireworks 
delivery today --

EDNA
-- for the big Fourth celebration, 
I know. Lord knows it isn’t 
Independence Day without 
explosions. How many did Claymon 
order this year?

72.



HALEY
Five thousand dollars worth, I 
think.

EDNA
Is he here to sign off on the 
delivery?

HALEY
I don’t know ma’am, I haven’t seen 
him recently.

EDNA
Maybe if you came to church more 
often, you would. Anything else?

Haley looks to her notes again.

HALEY
One of the sisters has suggested... 
a memorial service.

EDNA
Who?

HALEY
Miss Harrison.

They both walk over to the electric-wheelchair-bound MISS 
HARRISON, as she chats with her own empty chair.

MISS HARRISON
(to the empty chair)

Oh and I just heard the most 
exciting news. They’re going to put 
your family portrait up on the 
prayer wall. Isn’t that just the 
most exciting news?

Edna puts her hand on Miss Harrison’s shoulder.

EDNA
Excellent, Miss Harrison. How do 
you feel?

MISS HARRISON
(to Edna)

It makes the pain go away easier.

EDNA
Good. Haley tells me that you have 
suggested a memorial service.
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MISS HARRISON
(to Edna)

Yes, I think that would be lovely. 
Church only, though.

EDNA
Of course. Haley, secure a location 
and plan it out. Don’t you 
disappoint me like you did with our 
bake sale. We’ll find a new 
assistant.

HALEY
Yes ma’am. I won’t. Thank you.

MISS HARRISON
(to the empty chair)

Did you hear that, Miss Grimbleton? 
We’re going to hold a service!

EXT. GEOFFREY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Geoffrey kneels down, sobbing, next to a hole he’s dug in the 
garden. A dozen tiny GLOVE BOXES are stacked beside him. One 
by one, he painfully lowers each box into the ground.

Lastly, he lowers a red ball of yarn and a broken pair of 
earmuffs into the grave. He stands up and addresses a 
nonexistent audience around him --

GEOFFREY
You know what? Muffins was no 
normal cat. Sure, he liked normal 
cat things like naptime and 
earmuffs and yarn balls and 
macaroni and cheese, but he was 
also something more. He was my best 
friend. And you know what? I bet 
he’s looking down at me from up 
there in kitty heaven right now, 
just nice like. Sittin’ up there 
with Steven and Butterbiscuit and 
Mr. Meatloaf, sayin’ things like, 
“You know what? Don’t be sad, 
Geoffrey.” Or, “Go out and find 
some nice human friends, Geoffrey. 
They’ll sort you out. They won’t 
leave you.”

He wipes a tear from his cheek, smearing his face with dirt.

His sorrow melts into a bitter, resolute anger.
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EXT. PARK - DAY

Joey, the bully and prom king from Charlie’s highschool, 
steps up to the running track. He whips his pocket knife out 
of his short-shorts and cuts the wrapper off a BLUE GATORADE.

He sets the Gatorade down on a park bench, pops in his 
headphones, and begins jogging around the park. He winks at a 
couple of GIRLS as they pass him by.

He slows down after he completes a full circle around the 
park. He walks up to the same park bench and picks up his 
Gatorade. But this time --

-- it’s RED, the same color Gatorade Charlie had drugged when 
he first went out to the baseball fields. But Joey doesn’t 
notice the difference. He chugs the drink down and tosses it.

He begins running again. Another full lap.

It doesn’t take long for him to slow down. He grimaces. His 
running eventually turns to jogging, then walking, then 
stumbling before he COLLAPSES to the ground.

Charlie pulls up on the street beside him in his scooter, 
towing his MAGIC TRUNK behind him with a long piece of rope.

He hops off, drags Joey over to the trunk, heaves him inside, 
locks it up again, and drives off just as quickly as he came.

INT. CLAYMON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Bombastic, depressing OPERA MUSIC plays throughout the house. 
Andy sits on the couch, spouting off his concerns to Claymon.

ANDY
He’s sick. He’s sick and nobody is 
listening to me. He’s not getting 
the help he needs. He’s always 
talking to someone that isn’t 
there. He’s dangerous, not only to 
Mary and himself, but to the people 
of this church. To you.

Claymon stands with his back to Andy and a glass of whiskey 
in his hand, staring at the upside-down cross on his wall. 
He’s wearing a t-shirt and boxers. Unshaven.

ANDY (CONT’D)
I don’t know what to do. I’m at my 
wit’s end here, and I feel... 
alone. I don’t normally feel alone. 
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Normally I turn to God in these 
times, but it seems like he’s just 
not listening to me.

Claymon turns the cross back upright on the wall.

CLAYMON
The Devil is out to get me.

ANDY
I... what?

CLAYMON
Earlier this week, Miss 
Grimbleton’s house burned down and 
her along with it. Just down the 
street from me. Yesterday, there 
was a bomb threat at my workplace. 
Today, who knows. Wherever there is 
pain, the Devil is not far behind, 
and I can feel him all around me.

Claymon sits down in his recliner. Defeated.

ANDY
Hey now, let’s not think like --

CLAYMON
He knows what I am... and he is 
coming for me.

ANDY
What do you mean, what are you?

Claymon doesn’t answer.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Hey now... Don’t think like that. 
You are the most magnanimous man I 
know. I’m proud to study under you. 
You’re a model Christian for all 
the younger children and pupils of 
this church, including myself. 
Look, just help me get Charlie to a 
psychiatrist, mental home, 
something, and I’ll help you 
through this.

CLAYMON
Just leave it to God, Andy.
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ANDY
I can’t do that this time. It’s not 
like God can physically pick 
Charlie up and take him to a --

CLAYMON
Then what kind of a Christian are 
you?

Andy is dumbfounded. Expressionless. He tries to respond, but 
he can’t find any words. He gets up and leaves.

Claymon glares after him from his recliner.

EXT. ANDY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Andy power-walks out the back door of his house, holding his 
acoustic guitar like a sledgehammer.

He stomps up to the nearest tree and SLAMS it as hard as he 
can against the trunk. OVER and OVER again, until the guitar 
completely breaks apart into dozens of pieces.

INT. CLAYMON’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Claymon lays on the bed, drinking and channel-surfing.

He flicks to a show called “PARANORMAL DETECTIVES.” The HOST, 
gelled-up hair and all, squints his eyes at the camera in 
front of an enormous old building.

HOST
We’re here today at this abandoned 
insane asylum in Philadelphia. Do I 
smell a paranormal presence here 
within these walls, or is it just 
Philly’s famous cheesesteaks? Find 
out --

Claymon changes the channel. He lands on a LOCAL NEWS REPORT.

ANCHOR
-- earlier this week that claimed 
the life of senior citizen Gretchen 
Grimbleton. Her family is still 
looking for her white Yorkshire 
terrier. She goes by the name 
“Petunia.” If you have any 
information on the whereabouts --

Claymon changes the channel again. This time, he lands on a 
cheesy History Channel-esque documentary over Satanic cults.
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Claymon’s eyelids grow heavy.

On TV, a SCHOLAR in glasses addresses an unseen interviewer. 
He’s intercut with low-budget reenactments of fiery satanic 
rituals with actors in hooded black cloaks.

SCHOLAR
Typically, society has long made a 
connection between demonic spirits 
and witchcraft. And, for the most 
part, that’s been the case with 
many Satanic cults throughout 
history. For example, book one of 
the Key of Solomon grimoire states 
that the only way to summon demonic 
spirits is through the practice of 
witchcraft. Invocations, 
incantations, curses, and so on. 
Book two involves the procedure for 
the ritualistic sacrifice of 
animals. Usually goats. Now, the 
interesting thing to remember...

Claymon drifts off to sleep.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. CLAYMON’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Claymon slowly opens his eyes to his beeping alarm clock.

6:66 blinks back at him.

Claymon rubs his eyes and looks again. It now says 6:55.

Claymon shoots up from bed, eyes wide open. The gears turn in 
his head. He has an immediate, terrible epiphany. He 
experiences a sequence of jarring FLASHBACKS and VOICES --

-- Claymon watches Miss Grimbleton’s house go up in flames --

CLAYMON (V.O.)
The Devil is out to get me.

-- Claymon watches the sea of panicked students spill out of 
the Chemical Engineering building --

CLAYMON (V.O.) (CONT’D)
He knows what I am and he’s coming 
for me.
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-- The wooden cross on Claymon’s wall flips upside down --

-- Claymon observes Charlie as he stares at his old family 
portrait on the Prayer Wall inside Christ the King Church --

CLAYMON (V.O.) (CONT’D)
Wherever there is pain, the Devil 
is not far behind.

-- Claymon watches Charlie hug an invisible person in the 
little league baseball field parking lot --

ANDY (V.O.)
He’s always talking to someone that 
isn’t there. He’s dangerous, not 
only to Mary and himself, but to 
the people of this church. To you.

Claymon jumps out of bed.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Claymon’s car speeds through the otherwise empty streets. 
He’s hit with another FLASHBACK --

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - DAY

Claymon waves to Charlie.

CLAYMON
Well if it isn’t David Copperfield 
himself!

BACK TO CLAYMON

Claymon tightens his grip on the steering wheel and swerves 
his car around a corner.

SCHOLAR (V.O.)
The only way to summon demonic 
spirits is through the practice of 
witchcraft.

A final FLASHBACK of --

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - DAY

Charlie turns to leave, limping.
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CLAYMON
You know, I heard you do a killer 
magic show. I bet you have to fight 
the ladies off of you.

CHARLIE
You know it.

CLAYMON
What’s your secret?

CHARLIE
I’ll never tell.

CLAYMON
(laughing)

Spoken like a true magician.

BACK TO CLAYMON

Claymon slams on his brakes in front of MARY’S HOUSE.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - DAY

The church is packed with the Sunday morning crowd. Charlie, 
Mary, and Will sit beside each other in the pews. Andy and 
Geoffrey are absent.

Will looks over and spots Haley in the crowd. He smiles at 
her, but she immediately turns her head away.

Will leans over to Mary and whispers --

WILL
You know where our priest is at?

Mary shakes her head.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Claymon enters through the unlocked back door of the house.

INT. CHARLIE’S ROOM - DAY

Claymon opens the door to find a room covered in half-
unpacked boxes. He surveys the room, steps around the boxes, 
and makes his way over to the desk against the wall.

He pulls open the top drawer and takes out TWO PHOTOS.
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First: the old photo of Charlie and his dad at the little 
league baseball field. Both smiling.

Second: the recent photo of Charlie with his arm around 
nothing in the same location. Still smiling.

Claymon takes out a handkerchief and dabs his forehead.

He opens up several more drawers and stops as he opens the 
final drawer. The color drains from his face. He reaches down 
and pulls out --

SCHOLAR (V.O.)
The ritualistic sacrifice of 
animals...

-- a DOG COLLAR.

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.)
Her family is still looking for her 
white Yorkshire terrier. She goes 
by the name...

The nametag twinkles in his hand. It reads “PETUNIA.”

Claymon drops the collar and stumbles back out of the room, 
tripping over all the boxes. Terrified.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Claymon grabs one of the soapy, blood-stained BUCKETS off the 
floor of the porch near the other cleaning supplies.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - DAY

Everyone lines up in the aisle for communion.

Claymon bursts through the back door of the church, bucket in 
hand, and storms up to the HOLY WATER FONT. He dips the 
bucket inside and fills it to the brim.

He pushes and shoves his way through the crowd, the bucket 
sloshing water over everyone’s shoes along the way. Several 
cry out in protest, but Claymon doesn’t hear a word.

He comes up from behind Charlie and swings back the bucket. 
As the entire crowd parts around them both, Charlie turns 
around and --

-- Claymon sloshes the entire bucket of holy water on him. 
The crowd gasps. Charlie is completely soaked.
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We begin to hear --

ATTRACTIVE STUDENTS (V.O.)
Creeper no creeping! Creeper no 
creeping!

Suddenly, a FLASHBACK of --

EXT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - FRONT YARD - EVENING

Charlie stands, dripping wet in his prom tuxedo, in front of 
the trolley of attractive students, all laughing and chanting 
at him. One person stands out in particular.

It’s Victoria Everett, laughing and pointing at him. Just as 
heartbreakingly attractive as we last saw her.

BACK TO CHARLIE

Charlie opens his eyes, humiliated once more, to Claymon 
pointing at him. Charlie looks out at all the churchgoers 
gawking at him like a crowd at a circus.

CLAYMON
It’s the Devil!

CHARLIE
Make them stop --

The room is spinning. He’s still hearing --

ATTRACTIVE STUDENTS (V.O.)
Creeper no creeping! Creeper no 
creeping!

Another FLASH of --

EXT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DAY

Charlie stares at the street, still in his ruined prom 
tuxedo. His dad stares after the trolley, driving off, as the 
chanting fades away in the distance.

His father is RUN OVER by Franklin’s car --

BACK TO CHARLIE --

Charlie retches on the floor.

The churchgoers shout out in disgust.
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CLAYMON
Look! THE DEVIL IS IN HIM!

Claymon points his finger toward Mary.

CLAYMON
YOU HARBOR THE DEVIL IN YOUR HOME!

Claymon swings the bucket toward Charlie but the crowd 
restrains him, pulling him back as he screams and kicks at 
the siblings.

Charlie pushes his way around and quickly exits out a side 
door without another word. Mary follows.

EXT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - PARKING LOT - DAY

Charlie stomps his way out to his scooter, dripping wet and 
covered in vomit.

MARY
Charlie wait!

Charlie stops and turns around to face his sister.

CHARLIE
What? What do you want?

MARY
I’m sorry --

CHARLIE
Sorry for what? For your church? 
For all your friends in there?

MARY
It’s not... It’s not my church...

CHARLIE
Out of all the churches in this 
hick bumpkin hellhole of a town, 
you chose this one. Over a hundred 
churches, Mary!

MARY
It was mom’s church.

CHARLIE
And she’s dead! It’s not her church 
anymore! Live your own life!

Mary is quiet, hurt.
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CHARLIE (CONT’D)
Don’t you try and squeeze any 
sympathy out of me. You know what 
I’ve been through?

MARY
I know what you’ve --

CHARLIE
NO YOU DON’T! You have no idea!

Tears well up in Mary’s eyes.

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
I’m done trying to fit myself into 
your life. I’m done with this 
church, I’m done with your friends, 
and I’m done with you.

Charlie storms off and leaves Mary alone as the crowd begins 
filing out of the church doors behind her.

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - MAIN PLAYROOM - DAY

A quiet day at the daycare. Mary cleans up empty juiceboxes 
and crumbs from the lunch tables. The kids are beginning to 
feel groggy. A few have passed out on the floor.

Mary looks over to Simon sitting at a corner table by 
himself, drawing with his crayons. She smiles.

AT SIMON’S TABLE

Mary sits down beside him and looks at his drawing as he 
finishes an orange circle in the sky above TWO PEOPLE.

MARY
Who is that?

SIMON
My mom and me in Great Britain.

MARY
That’s nice, Simon.

SIMON
Thank you.

Mary sets a plain MANILA FOLDER down on the table.

MARY
Do you remember my drawings I told 
you about? From when I was little?
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Simon nods.

MARY (CONT’D)
Well, I brought them for you, and I 
want you to have them. Can you take 
good care of them for me?

Simon nods again. Mary smiles.

MARY (CONT’D)
(in a British accent)

Thank you, my dear Simon.

Gloria appears at the table, buzzing with excitement.

GLORIA
Girl. Come on back with me.

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - HALLWAY/OFFICE - DAY

Gloria walks Mary over to the closed door to her office.

GLORIA
We have a new hire.

MARY
(smiling)

Really?

GLORIA
I don’t even think an interview is 
necessary, given his background. 
He’s offering to volunteer too, so 
I don’t even have to pay him!

MARY
Wow.

GLORIA
But I think you’ll be more excited 
to work with him than I am!

MARY
Who is it?

Gloria opens the door to her office to find a grinning --

-- Claymon.

CLAYMON
Hello, Mary. I’m just so excited to 
work with you.
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GLORIA
(to Mary)

How ‘bout that! I figure any man 
that’s good enough to devote his 
entire life to Christ is good 
enough to take care of our kiddos.

Mary’s world crashes around her. She can’t speak.

CLAYMON
Andy was kind enough to refer me to 
the open position you told him 
about.

MARY
I --

Mary looks back and forth between Gloria and Claymon, both 
waiting for a reaction.

Claymon’s eyes narrow.

Mary breathing grows labored. She starts to hyperventilate. 
She stumbles away from the doorway and makes her way down the 
hallway toward the main play area.

GLORIA
You okay sweetheart?

The room is spinning. Mary’s breathing grows worse and worse. 
She reaches the play area, Gloria and Claymon in pursuit, and 
COLLAPSES.

GLORIA
Mary!

Mary passes out on the floor, wheezing.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - MAIN PLAYROOM - DAY

Mary’s eyes slowly open back up. Her vision is blurred. She 
looks around at all the little faces staring down at her as 
they slowly come back into focus. She smiles.

Mary’s head rests in someone’s lap. She looks up and sees --

-- Claymon. She’s resting her head in Claymon’s lap.
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Mary bolts upright and scoots back, horrified. Gloria, 
Claymon, and all of the children stare back at her.

MARY
I... I have to go. Goodbye.

Nobody responds. Mary gets up, walks over to the front door, 
and looks behind her one last time. She looks at Simon. At 
all the other children crowded around Claymon.

GLORIA
What? Mary, you’re not quitting, 
are you?

MARY
I’m so sorry.

Simon stares at her, confused. She exits out the front door.

EXT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - DAY

Mary stops in front of Claymon’s car.

She bores her eyes into the car. Her little hands ball up 
into shaking fists.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Charlie drags Joey’s body across the stage and places it on 
top of the trap door. He STOMPS his foot near the door and 
Joey’s body disappears into the trap door in a puff of smoke.

Charlie kneels on the stage and stares into the open trap 
door pit below, where Joey lies in a heap on all the pillows.

Friend appears next to Charlie, looking down into the pit and 
dressed as an old fashioned BOAT CAPTAIN.

FRIEND
Like our own little buried 
treasure.

Charlie closes up the trap door.

INT. CHARLIE’S ROOM - DAY

Charlie looks at himself in the mirror and tightens up his 
tie. He’s wearing the same BLACK SUIT that he wore to his 
father’s funeral. Friend walks up and hugs him from behind.
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FRIEND
You look spiffy, Chuck.

CHARLIE
Why do you want me wearing this?

FRIEND
You said goodbye to your dad in 
this suit, and you’re going to say 
goodbye to me in this suit.

CHARLIE
You promise?

FRIEND
After you do this last little thing 
with me. Just a little one. With 
your new toy.

They both look over to the GUN sitting on Charlie’s bed.

EXT. DOWNTOWN STREETS - DAY

Charlie drives his scooter through the darkness under an 
overpass. The side buggy is empty. He emerges out into the 
light again and we can now see Friend sitting beside him.

She’s dressed as an ASTRONAUT.

She flips down her gold visor and leans off to the side into 
the wind like an excited puppy on a road trip.

Charlie pulls the scooter into the parking lot of the --

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - PLAYROOM - DAY

Gloria leads Charlie through the playroom.

GLORIA
I really appreciate you coming on 
such short notice, hun.

CHARLIE
Oh it’s no problem.

GLORIA
Check up on her for me, will ya?

CHARLIE
I’m sure she’s fine.
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GLORIA
You’ve met Claymon, right?

They walk up to Claymon, sitting at a kiddie table with his 
back turned. He turns around, sees Charlie, and for the 
second time, the color drains from his face.

GLORIA
Claymon, Charlie. Charlie, Claymon. 
I’ll go get her things for you 
Charlie, gimme just a second.

Gloria leaves the area and Charlie sits himself down across 
from Claymon.

They both stare at each other for a long while.

CHARLIE
Boo.

Claymon flinches. Charlie chuckles.

They both sit there some more. Charlie sits back and 
unbuttons his suit jacket, and Claymon spots a glimpse of --

-- the gun sticking out of Charlie’s inside pocket.

Jacob, the chubby brat that bullied Simon earlier, walks near 
the table. Claymon reaches over, grabs him up, and quickly 
sets him down on his lap like a human shield.

Claymon pulls his cross necklace out of his collar and stares 
Charlie down. Charlie stares right back, but not at Claymon.

He stares at Jacob and Jacob’s fists. Holding something.

Claymon and Jacob’s eyes meet. Jacob flashes him a crooked 
grin, rears back both hands, and SMACKS two fistfuls of 
glitter right into Claymon’s face.

JACOB
GAY!

Claymon SCREAMS, clutching his eyes, and drops Jacob to the 
floor on his head. THUNK.

Gloria re-enters with a box of Mary’s things and stops when 
she sees a glittery Claymon stumbling around blindly, the 
kids all laughing at him, and Jacob bawling his eyes out.

Charlie is gone.
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EXT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - DAY

Charlie runs out of the daycare. He looks dead inside.

Friend walks up to Charlie and flips her golden visor back 
up. She’s smiling.

FRIEND
All done?

CHARLIE
We’re done.

Charlie walks past Friend to his scooter. She jogs after him.

FRIEND
Wanna go to the park one last time?

CHARLIE
No.

FRIEND
We could go to the baseball fields 
again --

CHARLIE
No.

FRIEND
Do you wanna play --

CHARLIE
I don’t.

Friend stands there and watches Charlie hop in his scooter.

FRIEND
Well, I guess this is goodbye then, 
Chuck.

Charlie doesn’t answer. He starts up the scooter. Friend 
holds out her hand toward him.

FRIEND
Hand hug?

Without another word to her, Charlie takes off in his scooter 
and doesn’t look back.

Friend stands there with her hand out, alone in the parking 
lot, and watches him speed away.
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EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - EVENING

Charlie pulls up to Mary’s house. The entire street is lined 
with unfamiliar cars.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - EVENING

Charlie cautiously opens the front door. It bangs against a 
chair. He forces his way inside to find that the entire house 
is covered in EMPTY CHAIRS.

Each one has a small RESERVED sign sitting in it.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - EVENING

Charlie walks out the back door and into Miss Grimbleton’s 
MEMORIAL SERVICE. Over twenty Sisters Under Christ the King 
MEMBERS crowd about the backyard among more reserved, empty 
chairs. Each of the women carry around unlit CANDLES.

Charlie stops dead in his tracks.

His stage has been redecorated. Black sheets cover the 
previously bloody curtains and stars. Flower arrangements 
line the stage front below a podium. A banner at the top of 
the curtain reads “SAVING A SEAT FOR GRETCHEN: IN MEMORIAM.”

Beside the stage stands a massive PORTRAIT of Miss Grimbleton 
with her dog Petunia. Also covered in flowers.

Mary, Haley, and Andy stand by a table of refreshments and 
baked goods. Haley holds up a platter of MUFFINS.

HALEY
I made these for Geoffrey, but I 
haven’t even seen him.

One of the women walks up and steals a muffin off the plate.

INT. CLAYMON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Claymon sparkles with glitter as he sits in his recliner. 
Geoffrey sits on the sofa across from him, confused.

CLAYMON
I don’t know how I can make this 
any simpler, Geoffrey.
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GEOFFREY
I still don’t understand why he’s 
not talkin’ out all possessed-like, 
like that little girl from The 
Exorcist.

CLAYMON
Look.

Claymon flips his NOTEPAD over to a fresh page and draws a 
VERTICAL METER down the paper. At the top of the meter, he 
writes “SEVERE.” At the bottom, “MILD.”

CLAYMON
Charlie is possessed by the Devil. 
There’s no denying that. But we can 
assume the degree to which he is 
possessed. The kind of possession 
you’re talking about is up here --

(points to the top of the 
meter)

-- at “severe.” That’s where the 
Devil has taken full control of 
their body, without a shred of 
their old self visible. Charlie, 
however, can control his body. He 
merely sees the Devil like he’s a 
real, physical being that he can 
interact with. So, he’s around in 
here --

(points to middle of bar)
-- in the “medium” sort of area.

GEOFFREY
So he’s about “medium” possessed?

CLAYMON
Yes, Geoffrey. Charlie is “medium” 
possessed.

GEOFFREY
Why’s he after you?

CLAYMON
Because I’m a priest, Geoffrey. The 
Devil just doesn’t like priests. Do 
you have everything?

Geoffrey holds up a large Bible and a small stack of papers.

GEOFFREY
I didn’t know exactly which ones 
you wanted me to print out, so I 
just printed all of ‘em.
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CLAYMON
Are you ready?

GEOFFREY
Yes. Let’s get after it.

CLAYMON
Do you understand what’s at stake 
here?

GEOFFREY
Yes.

CLAYMON
No, Geoffrey. I still don’t think 
you do. When we get in there and 
begin, I can’t guarantee what’s 
going to happen. I don’t know how 
he’ll react. I won’t be able to 
guarantee your safety. You could 
get hurt. You could start hearing 
voices, seeing things. Terrible 
things, things that you couldn’t 
imagine, even in your worst 
nightmares. Your very soul might be 
in danger. I want you to know that 
I’m not going to be held 
responsible if you end up like 
Charlie. What’s more, I’m not going 
to be held responsible for what I 
would have to do to you if that 
were to happen. So I’m going to ask 
you again. Are you ready to help 
me?

Geoffrey is suddenly horrified. He can’t speak. Claymon leans 
forward in his chair and grasps Geoffrey’s hands.

CLAYMON
Don’t do this for me. Don’t do it 
for Charlie. Don’t even do it for 
God himself, Geoffrey.

(beat)
Do this for Muffins.

Geoffrey nods, his lips trembling.

GEOFFREY
For Muffins.

CLAYMON
Let us pray.
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EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - EVENING

Edna stands onstage beside the podium. She looks out at the 
sea of lit candles before her.

EDNA
Thank you all for coming to my 
little event I threw together. It 
was the least I could do.

Haley fidgets and looks down at the grass.

EDNA (CONT’D)
Tonight, we celebrate the life of a 
sister very near and dear to our 
hearts. A kind soul. A strong woman 
of faith. A friend. And one hell of 
a bowler.

The women laugh.

EDNA (CONT’D)
To start us off, I’d like to invite 
the leader of the Youth Under 
Christ the King, Andy Holaday, to 
lead us in prayer.

Andy makes his way up to the stage and walks up to the 
podium. Edna climbs down and disappears into the crowd.

Charlie stares in horror at Andy standing on the stage...

... directly on top of the trap door...

... below which lies Joey’s body.

Charlie can’t move. The crowd bows their heads as Andy begins 
a grand, overwrought prayer --

ANDY
Dear Heavenly Father, we are 
gathered here today... not to 
grieve. Not to be sad. Not to cry 
or question you. But to give 
thanks. To be happy. To let joy 
leap out of our hearts and into the 
eyes and ears of those around us.

Several women smile and tighten their grip on their candles. 
Charlie winces as Andy STOMPS the floor of the stage.
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ANDY (CONT’D)
To celebrate that you took away 
such an evil, nasty woman from here 
and cast her into the depths of 
Hell where she truly belongs, so 
that she may soon be joined by her 
fellow Sisters Under Christ the 
King, for they are all wenches.

Charlie averts his gaze from the trap door and looks up at 
Andy. All the women open up their eyes in disbelief. Some 
gasp. Did he really just say that?

The trap door below Andy’s feet wobbles just slightly.

ANDY (CONT’D)
And, while I’m up here, God, I’d 
like to officially come out of the 
closet... as an agnostic.

The crowd gasps again.

ANDY
Sort of. Maybe half an agnostic. 
I’m sort of in the middle on this. 
Let’s go with “medium.” I’m a 
“medium” agnostic. Oh, and one more 
thing. Our Priest, Claymon Oliver, 
can go straight to hell too. If 
there is one. I haven’t decided. 
Amen.

The crowd stares at Andy, mouths agape.

The side gate opens. In steps the HOST from the Paranormal 
Detectives TV show with a whole CAMERA CREW in tow, all 
carrying film equipment. They walk up to Charlie.

HOST
Hey, we’re looking for Will Jessup?

Will jogs over to the group and shakes the Host’s hand.

WILL
Hey, thank y’all so much for 
comin’. Huge fan. This little 
bastard here can talk to ghosts.

Will slaps Charlie on the back.

WILL (CONT’D)
He’s like that little feller from 
The Sixth Sense. You ever seen 
that?
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HOST
(to Charlie)

Will here’s been blowing up our 
phones. You better be worth it.

Charlie has no idea what to say.

Meanwhile, the crowd of women begins YELLING at Andy. Miss 
Harrison reaches over and grabs a muffin off of Haley’s 
platter and zooms her electric wheelchair over to the stage.

She CHUCKS the muffin at Andy’s face, hard as she can. 
THWACK. Direct hit. He is dazed but for a moment.

Andy SHOVES aside the podium and LEAPS off the stage onto 
Miss Harrison. He TACKLES her to the ground, toppling her 
electric wheelchair, both SCREAMING like wild animals.

All the Sisters collectively scream. One faints.

Andy and Miss Harrison struggle against each other on the 
grass. Edna shoves her way through the crowd and THROWS 
herself on top of Andy, effortlessly slipping him into a 
CHOKEHOLD. Empty chairs go flying.

Haley sprints into the scuffle, YELLING --

HALEY
ANDY!

Haley grabs onto Edna’s hair and YANKS her backwards, away 
from Andy and Miss Harrison. She is immediately TACKLED by 
another SISTER.

Will joins the fray.

WILL
HALEY!

Will SUCKER PUNCHES the Sister on top of Haley.

The entire backyard erupts into a full-blown BRAWL between 
the three Youth members and all the Sisters. Screaming and 
punching and tackling. Flying muffins and collapsed chairs.

A candle FLIES into the flowers under Miss Grimbleton’s 
memorial portrait and sets the whole thing on FIRE.

The Paranormal Detectives crew stares in awe at the chaos.

HOST
Let’s get rolling, boys. Quickly!
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One of the crew members powers on his camera. Another lowers 
a boom mic into position above the host. The camera blinks 
red and the camera man shoots out a thumbs-up.

FROM THE TV CAMERA’S PERSPECTIVE (HANDHELD)

The Host positions himself in front of the brawl and gets 
into character.

HOST
We’re here now, deep in the Bible 
Belt of West Texas, on America’s 
most spiritual soil, at what 
appears to be a massive séance gone 
wrong.

(points to portrait)
That portrait on fire seems to be 
the woman who’s spirit this group 
is trying to come in contact with. 
Have they just eaten some bad Texas 
barbecue, or are malevolent forces 
truly at work here against the 
women of this small town Texas 
cult?

BACK TO SCENE

Claymon and Geoffrey enter through the side gate of the 
backyard. They stop and stare blankly at the pandemonium.

Meanwhile, UNDER THE STAGE...

... below the trap door...

... Joey Latimer’s fingers twitch...

... and Joey OPENS UP HIS EYES.

BACK TO THE BACKYARD

Charlie forces his way through all the fighting, toward the 
stage. He stops at the foot of the stage and looks up as a 
big white cloud of SMOKE whisps upward from the trap door.

FROM THE TV CAMERA’S PERSPECTIVE (HANDHELD)

HOST
Now while we haven’t yet seen an 
actual physical manifestation of 
any spirits --

The Host stops and turns around at the sound of the smoke. He 
watches as --
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-- Joey crawls out of the plume of smoke onstage.

The host gasps and whips back around to face the camera with 
an exaggerated shocked expression.

BACK TO SCENE

Joey slowly brings himself to his feet on the stage. Shaking, 
out of breath, red as a tomato, and drooling like a mad dog.

CHARLIE
Joey, I --

Joey growls and LEAPS off the stage onto Charlie with a 
primal ROAR and TACKLES him into the crowd.

Meanwhile, Simon watches from over the neighboring fence.

SIMON
(in a British accent)

Blimey!

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - EVENING

Friend storms down the sidewalk with her fists clenched. The 
angriest astronaut you’ve ever seen. She walks up to a lawn 
gnome in a nearby yard and KICKS it with all her might.

She angrily flips down her golden visor and begins SPRINTING.

EXT. MARY’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - SUNSET

From somewhere in the brawl, Charlie SCREAMS in pain.

He’s laying on his back in the grass. In shock. His eye is 
swollen shut. Nose bleeding. He looks down at his stomach, 
covered in red, where --

-- Joey’s pocket knife is sticking out.

One of the Sisters looks over through the gaps in the crowd 
and gasps. The other Sisters gradually take notice and look 
over at Joey standing over Charlie. The fighting stops.

Everyone in the crowd LUNGES after Joey.

Charlie’s vision slows to a blurred crawl. All the screaming 
and commotion around him washes away into a dull roar. He 
hears voices above him as he is picked up off the ground --
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VOICE 1
You stay here, wait for the police, 
we’re getting him to a hospital --

VOICE 2
Grab his other arm --

Charlie is carried out of the backyard into --

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - SUNSET

Charlie turns his head and watches, dazed, as the hallway 
passes him by. He sees the door to his room. All the boxes 
inside. Mary’s paintings on the walls of the hallway.

Now, he sees Mary’s ceiling above him. He’s dropped onto her 
bed and winces. The knife is still sticking out of his belly.

Charlie moans in pain. He finally looks over to the two other 
people in the room with him...

... Claymon and Geoffrey.

Claymon walks over to the window and watches as two police 
officers (the ones we saw earlier) force a struggling Joey in 
handcuffs out the side gate of the backyard.

Geoffrey pulls out his cellphone.

CLAYMON
Put that away!

GEOFFREY
What?

Claymon grabs the phone from Geoffrey’s hands and shoves it 
in his pocket. He pulls out a roll of duct tape and begins 
wrapping Charlie’s arm to a bedpost.

CLAYMON
Help me. Where’s his gun?

GEOFFREY
He doesn’t have --

CLAYMON
He had one. I SAW IT!

Geoffrey quickly rummages through all of Charlie’s pockets.

GEOFFREY
It’s not here; don’t we need to 
call an ambul --
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CLAYMON
We’ll call the ambulance after 
we’re done. Help me hold him down.

Charlie moans louder, eventually yelling out --

CHARLIE
Help --

Claymon seals Charlie’s mouth shut with duct tape. Charlie 
feebly fights back, but he’s no match for Claymon. He lashes 
out one last time and knocks the bedside dresser over.

MARY’S GUN spills out of the top drawer and onto the floor.

Claymon looks down at his feet and spots the gun. He then 
notices Geoffrey, who has backed into a corner of the room, 
just moments away from peeing his pants.

Claymon picks up the gun and points it in Geoffrey’s face, 
SCREAMING --

CLAYMON
YOU THINK I’M MESSING AROUND, 
GEOFFREY? DO AS I SAY OR SO HELP ME 
GOD, YOU’RE NEXT!

Claymon shoves the roll of duct tape into Geoffrey’s hands.

INT. LOCAL PRISON - CELL BLOCK - SUNSET

One of the officers shoves Joey into a dingy cell. Joey backs 
into the corner and stares at the massive hulk of a PRISONER 
staring at him from the shadows in the opposite cell corner.

Franklin, just as sweaty as we last saw him, pops up in the 
cell behind Joey. He grabs onto the steel bars, smiles, and 
gets as close as he can to Joey.

FRANKLIN
Hey Joey. ‘Member me?

Joey jerks his head toward Franklin, startled.

JOEY
What?

FRANKLIN
C’mon, you know me. You humiliated 
me in front of all your friends on 
prom night. ‘Member that? With the 
bucket of water and the trolley? 
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Made me so upset I ran down someone 
in my car. Killed him. It was an 
accident, of course. I didn’t mean 
to. We all have accidents, Joey.

JOEY
Get away from me.

Franklin looks to the other prisoner occupying Joey’s cell.

FRANKLIN
You scared, Joey? There’s no reason 
to be. Know why? Know who that is? 
I like to call him “friend.” His 
other name is Gary.

Joey’s knees start shaking.

FRANKLIN
He’ll protect you and keep you safe 
here.

(beat)
And warm.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM/HALLWAY - SUNSET

Mary steps in through the back door. She tenses up as she 
hears shouting from the back of the house. She makes her way 
up to the hallway and stops when she sees --

-- Claymon pointing her gun at Geoffrey in her room. 
Geoffrey, trembling, reads from the Bible over Charlie.

Charlie’s limbs are each tied to separate bedposts. The knife 
wound in his stomach pulses blood out onto the sheets, slowly 
turning the bed scarlet.

She can’t bring herself to move, or even make a sound.

Claymon notices her standing at the opposite end of the 
hallway. He steps forward to her bedroom door and begins to 
close it as Mary experiences a familiar FLASH --

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. FINSTER FAMILY HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Younger Claymon shuts the door, locking himself in a bedroom 
with Young Mary.

Back to the PRESENT --
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INT. MARY’S HOUSE - HALLWAY - SUNSET

Mary watches in horror as Charlie disappears behind the 
closing crack of the open doorway.

She RUNS as fast as she can toward the closed door --

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - MARY’S BEDROOM - SUNSET

As Mary POUNDS on the locked door from the other side, 
Claymon reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small FLASK 
of HOLY WATER.

He tosses it to Geoffrey and resumes pointing the gun at him 
from a distance. Geoffrey struggles to hold the Bible, the 
crumpled papers, and the flask at the same time.

Geoffrey, shaking in fear, continues to read from the 
crumpled paper in his hand --

GEOFFREY
We beseech Thee to deliver us by 
Thy power from all the tyranny of 
the infernal spirits, from their 
snares, their lies, and their 
furious wickedness --

He sprinkles Charlie with holy water with shaking hands and 
all sound FADES OUT.

Charlie leans his head to the side, toward Mary’s window, and 
his eyes grow wide.

Through the window, he can see a SPACE SHUTTLE taking off 
over the rooftops of the homes in the distance against the 
setting sun - a familiar sight from the OPENING SEQUENCE.

The room is lit up with orange light from the launch of the 
shuttle. A tear runs down Charlie’s cheek as he watches 
Friend take off into space.

He fades in and out of consciousness. His eyes slowly close --

INT. UNFAMILIAR BEDROOM - DAY

A young boy’s eyes slowly crack open from a deep slumber. 
They belong to --

-- chubby little Jacob. The brat from the daycare.

He stretches in his bed and yawns as his father --
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-- the bearded professor from the university, opens the door 
and enters the room.

He leans down and kisses his son on the forehead.

BEARDED PROFESSOR
Morning, buddy.

JACOB
Morning, dad.

EXT. UNFAMILIAR HOUSE - DAY

The bearded professor and HIS WIFE, mid-40’s, walk Jacob out 
to the family car --

-- a cherry red mustang convertible.

INT. MUSTANG (MOVING) - DAY

The professor’s wife fans herself with a magazine as the 
mustang drives down the freeway.

The roof is up, and the air conditioner is still set to OFF.

EXT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - DAY

The mustang pulls up next to the entrance of the daycare.

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - PLAYROOM - DAY

Simon opens Mary’s MANILA FOLDER at one of the small desks in 
the corner of the playroom. He pulls a small stack of 
COLORFUL DRAWINGS out of the folder and begins studying them.

He smiles. Suddenly, he is HIT with a barrage of NERF GUN 
DARTS. Jacob sneers at him from across the room, brandishing 
the Nerf gun in one hand.

Jacob runs off. Simon’s smile evaporates into PURE ANGER. 
This is the final straw.

INT./EXT. MUSTANG - DAY

The mustang pulls up to a red light at a BUSY INTERSECTION. 
It sits at the front of a long line of cars.

The professor’s wife continues to fan herself with the 
magazine. She’s sweating.
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INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - PLAYROOM - DAY

Simon marches over to the TOY GUN BOX, reaches inside, and 
pulls out --

-- a snub nose .357 magnum revolver.

Right where Charlie had left it.

INT./EXT. MUSTANG - DAY

The professor’s wife leans forward and TURNS ON the air 
conditioner on the dashboard to FULL BLAST --

-- WHOOSH. The professor and his wife are hit with CLOUDS of 
FINE GLASS DUST from the air conditioning vents.

They both SCREAM out in shock and cover their faces, coughing 
and gagging from the dust --

EXT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - DAY

A single GUNSHOT illuminates the inside of the daycare.

INT./EXT. MUSTANG - DAY

The professor’s foot slips off the brake pedal as he blindly 
tries to shut off the air conditioner --

-- the car slowly eases into the intersection --

-- WHAM! A massive eighteen-wheeler T-BONES into the side of 
the mustang, taking it out and OFF-SCREEN.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. PARK - EVENING

Dozens upon dozens of Christ the King MEMBERS and FAMILIES 
crowd the park across the street from the church. All wearing 
red, white, and blue. American flags at every turn.

The park itself is set up like a miniature carnival of sorts. 
Kids line up for tractor rides, bouncy castles, face 
painting, and pony petting. Other families eat their way 
through the buffet tent and lay on blankets in the grass.
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Andy, Haley, Will, and Geoffrey sit at a table together. 
Completely quiet. Each wears a sour, exhausted expression. 
They look like they’ve been through a war.

Geoffrey pets a KITTEN in his arms.

GEOFFREY
You know what? I think I’ve decided 
on a name.

Nobody responds.

GEOFFREY (CONT’D)
Cupcakes.

HALEY
That’s nice, Geoffrey.

Silence again. There’s nothing left to say.

A group of Sisters sitting at a nearby table shoot them all 
death glares.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - EVENING

Mary sits alone in the pews, staring at the unlit candles 
surrounding the altar in the empty sanctuary.

Claymon wheels a dolly out of the supply closet at the back 
of the altar. On the dolly sits a tall stack of BOXES labeled 
“FIREWORKS.” He slides the load off with the dozen or so 
other boxes sitting at the front of the altar.

He looks at Mary staring back at him from the pews and waves. 
She doesn’t wave back.

EXT. CEMETARY - EVENING

Charlie sits in front of his father’s grave. He’s all sorts 
of beat up - bandages, bruises, and a cast over his arm.

He reaches into a grocery sack and pulls out a few CONICAL 
PARTY HATS. He dons one hat and places another atop his 
father’s tombstone.

CHARLIE
You get one too, mom.

He puts another hat on his mother’s tombstone, right next to 
his father’s.

He sits there for a moment.
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A rushing gust of wind blows the hats off both tombstones.

EXT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - PARKING LOT - EVENING

A piece of ripped POLICE CAUTION TAPE tied to a light pole 
flutters in the wind.

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - PLAYROOM - EVENING

Gloria stands at the corner of the cleaned-out playroom with 
a box of her belongings.

Everything is gone.

All the toys, all the posters of animals and alphabet letters 
on the walls, all the books, and all the tables and desks. 
All the children.

Gloria takes one last walk through the playroom. Bits of 
paper and food wrappers litter the floor.

She stops when she sees a small stack of COLORFUL DRAWINGS 
spilling out of a MANILA FOLDER on the floor.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - EVENING

Claymon walks back inside the supply closet with the empty 
dolly and the door slowly closes behind him.

Mary watches the closet doorknob jiggle. The door doesn’t 
budge. Claymon’s locked himself inside the closet.

CLAYMON
(muffled)

Mary?

INT. KID N’ KABOODLE DAYCARE - PLAYROOM - EVENING

Gloria sets her box down and picks up the folder on the 
floor. She sits down against the wall and smiles as she looks 
through each similar crayon drawing --

-- of a COWBOY and a LITTLE GIRL lassoing a JET BLACK HORSE 
with red eyes --

-- of a NATIVE AMERICAN and a LITTLE GIRL riding on a horse 
together, away from a SNARLING WOLF --

-- of a KNIGHT IN SHINING ARMOR shielding a LITTLE GIRL and 
brandishing a sword against a FIRE-BREATHING DRAGON --
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-- of a SAFARI ADVENTURER swinging on a vine with a LITTLE 
GIRL, away from a MASSIVE ANACONDA --

-- of a FIREFIGHTER carrying a LITTLE GIRL away from a 
ROARING FIRE MONSTER --

-- of a POLICE OFFICER saving a LITTLE GIRL from a BANK 
ROBBER wearing a black ski mask --

-- of a BOAT CAPTAIN and a LITTLE GIRL sailing on a wooden 
ship, away from a GIANT SQUID with sharp teeth --

-- of an ASTRONAUT saving a LITTLE GIRL from the clutches of 
a MENACING GREEN ALIEN on the moon --

-- Gloria stops and hugs the drawings to her chest, tears 
welling up in her eyes.

She picks up her box and quietly leaves the playroom. The 
lights flicker off.

MARY (V.O.)
(whispering)

I’m ready now.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - EVENING

Mary stares at the pounding supply closet door, listening to 
Claymon yell from inside.

Friend sits next to her, staring at the closet door with 
Mary. She’s wearing a BLACK DRESS, befitting for a funeral.

Mary leans down to her purse and pulls out her gun. Friend 
puts a hand over hers.

FRIEND
Not with that, silly. Let’s do our 
favorite thing instead.

INT. MARY’S HOUSE - GARAGE - EVENING

Charlie pulls his scooter into the garage and sees a large, 
wrapped PRESENT staring back at him from against the wall.

He hops off his scooter and picks up the present. He unwraps 
it to find --

-- a poorly PAINTED PORTRAIT of Charlie and Mary, standing 
together outside the arena the day of Charlie’s graduation. 
The picture they never got to take.
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NOTE: This is the painting Mary has been working on in her 
room all this time.

Charlie just stands there with the portrait in his hands.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - EVENING

All of the candles surrounding the altar are lit.

Friend places her arm around Mary as the two of them light 
the final candle together, hand-in-hand, with another lit 
candle.

Mary’s breathing grows heavy. Friend leans her head on Mary’s 
shoulder.

Claymon continues to pound away on the closet door --

IN THE SUPPLY CLOSET

CLAYMON
Mary! Mary, let me out! Hello?!

Claymon smells something. He sniffs. He looks down at the 
crack of flickering light beneath the door. SMOKE begins 
seeping through under the door and into the closet.

Claymon loses it. He POUNDS on the door as hard as he 
possibly can, SCREAMING at the top of his lungs --

BACK TO MARY

Mary and Friend stand back in the pews and watch as the 
entire altar goes up in flames.

Friend smiles. Mary’s breathing grows worse. Labored.

FRIEND
Time to go, May-May.

Mary begins to hyperventilate. She’s going into shock.

She staggers, wheezing, down the aisle away from the fire. 
She doesn’t make it far before she trips, knocks her head on 
one of the padded pew corners, and falls to the floor. 
Unconscious.

Friend runs up to her and kneels down at her side.

FRIEND
May-May?

Friend shakes Mary and looks behind her, as --
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-- the fire begins eating away at the walls and pews 
surrounding the altar. Growing closer and closer. Claymon 
continues to SCREAM against the inside of the flaming closet.

EXT. DOWNTOWN STREETS - EVENING

The sun sets, painting the sky orange and pink.

Charlie speeds his scooter down the streets. Past dozens of 
churches. Big ones, small ones, medium sized ones. Churches 
on every corner.

FRIEND (V.O.)
Well, the boy was stubborn, and 
desperate for a true friend. This 
was his little way of finding one.

EXT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - NIGHT

The windows of the church flicker with orange light.

Charlie parks his scooter and hops off, RUNNING toward the 
front doors of the church...

FRIEND (V.O.)
Someone that he could trust, that 
would always have his back. Even on 
the fourth of July.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - NIGHT

Charlie runs into the smoke-filled sanctuary and stops in the 
aisle, staring at the raging fire as it quickly eats up the 
opposite end of the church.

He spots Mary laying in the aisle, unmoving. Charlie runs up 
to her...

FRIEND (V.O.)
Someone to go on adventures with 
him. Someone to love and play with 
forever.

... he picks her up...

FRIEND (V.O.)
A friend in shining armor to chase 
away the sadness in his chest and 
the monsters in the closet.
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... and carries her out of the church, away from the fire. A 
flaming chunk of the church ceiling CRASHES to the pews 
behind them.

FRIEND (V.O.)
He couldn’t imagine anything better 
than that.

Mary’s eyes open. Through a blur of smoke and orange light, 
she sees Charlie above her, carrying her in his arms.

EXT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - NIGHT

Charlie carries Mary out to a crowd that has amassed in the 
parking lot, including Andy, Haley, Will, and Geoffrey.

He stops and lays Mary down against his lap in the parking 
lot. They’re both covered in soot. She looks up at the rest 
of the Youth members running over to her.

Charlie looks over at a few church members trying and failing 
to get back inside the smoke-spewing entrance of the church. 
Flames begin licking at the front doors.

Mary suddenly stands up and staggers closer to the church.

ANDY
Mary?

Charlie, Andy, Haley, Will, and Geoffrey join her. Mary 
doesn’t say a word.

Together, they watch the church go up in flames. Haley grabs 
onto the cross at the end of her necklace and holds it tight.

HALEY
What do we do?

ANDY
Nothing.

A flicker of relief shines across Andy’s face for a moment.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - SANCTUARY - NIGHT

Friend sits in the pews, a small shadow in a sea of fire, 
staring at the closet door. Claymon screams one last time.

And in front of the altar...

All the boxes of fireworks burn. Completely engulfed in fire.
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EXT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - NIGHT

All is quiet for a moment, until --

-- BOOM.

All the windows of the church EXPLODE outward, shattering 
with the immense force of the colorful explosion from within.

The crowd filling the parking lot around the church ducks 
down and covers their heads, some screaming and some falling 
right over. Some run away.

But the six Youth Under Christ the King members stay put.

An endless stream of fireworks EXPLODE from inside the 
church. Bright FLASHES of every color pulse and shine out all 
the windows and into the parking lot. As the group watches 
the fireworks show --

-- Haley tightens her grip on her necklace and lays her head 
against Will’s shoulder. He puts his arm around her.

-- Andy’s eyes open wide, like he’s watching the most 
beautiful thing he’s ever seen.

-- Geoffrey cuddles his kitten, Cupcakes, in his arms and 
slides a small pair of brand new EARMUFFS over its ears.

One shell ROCKETS up through the burning hole in the roof and 
POPS in the sky, illuminating everyone around the church.

Charlie suddenly grabs Mary’s hand, gripping it tightly.

Brother and sister.

All that we can hear now are the POPS and SIZZLES of 
fireworks, the crackle of fire, and the wails of DISTANT 
SIRENS, even as we --

CUT TO BLACK.

TITLE: “CHARLIE’S NEW FRIEND”

NOTE: The following is an EXACT REPEAT of a previous scene.

INT. CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - BASEMENT - EVENING

WILL
Well, uh... since we've pretty much 
covered Heaven, can Hell be on 
Earth too then?
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ANDY
That's a great question, Will. What 
do you guys think?

WILL
I think Hell would be a place that 
you get trapped in. Like a coffin, 
or a tiny box.

GEOFFREY
You know what? I had a nightmare 
like that once.

WILL
Yeah, you kick n' holler n' punch 
around but you can't get out of it.

HALEY
Can we talk about Heaven some more 
instead?

Charlie sits there zoning out, bored, when his head picks up 
a little bit. His eyes grow wide, almost as if he's had a 
sudden revelation.

He raises his hand.

ANDY
Go ahead, Charlie.

CHARLIE
Hell is losing the ones you love 
the most.

Everyone sits in silence, unable to say anything.

Mary starts breathing heavily. Hyperventilation quickly sets 
in. Everyone but Charlie jumps up. She begins to cry and 
shake, taking short, pained breaths.

WILL
Looks like it’s just a little one 
this time.

HALEY
Everything’s gonna be alright, 
Mary.

ANDY
Keep calm everyone, someone find 
her inhaler in her purse.

As the group tends to Mary, Charlie sits in his chair and 
stares off into space.
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He isn't bothered. In fact, he looks content.

Back to the PRESENT --

INT. (BURNING) CHRIST THE KING CHURCH - PRAYER WALL - NIGHT

Miss Grimbleton’s cheery family portrait hangs on the Prayer 
Wall, illuminated with light from the approaching fire. A 
couple of fireworks zip by, leaving a trail of flying sparks.

The Prayer Wall portrait includes MISS GRIMBLETON with her 
puppy PETUNIA, the BEARDED PROFESSOR with his WIFE, little 
chubby JACOB, and his big sister - the cheerleader, the prom 
queen, the girl that ruined Charlie’s life...

... the smoking hot Victoria Everett.

ROLL CREDITS.

As the credits roll, the light from the approaching flames 
grows brighter and brighter until the entire Prayer Wall is 
engulfed in fire and the portrait burns to a crisp.

FADE OUT.
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MAP OF REVISIONS 
 

The following is a detailed list of revisions meant to examine the major changes I made 

between the second and third drafts of Charlie’s New Friend. The “location” indicators 

refer to the page numbers of the included third and final draft. The “change” sections 

explain any major reworking, removal, or insertion of new content from the second draft 

to the third, and the “justification” sections offer insight into the thought process behind 

each change. This is not meant to be an exhaustive list of every change, but rather a look 

at only the major changes that have taken place between each draft of the screenplay. 

 

LOCATION: p. 1-2 

CHANGE: Inserted new opening scene involving a mysterious astronaut and the launch 

of a space shuttle in a suburban neighborhood. 

JUSTIFICATION: The opening scene as it was before was not attention grabbing or 

interesting enough at all. It included Charlie standing out by his mailbox, thinking, while 

a car passed by in front of him. I wrote in this new “flash-forward” scene in order to 

quickly capture the attention of the audience in a fantastical manner. 

 

LOCATION: p. 2-5 

CHANGE: Shortened conversation, changed location to residential yard sale, introduced 

lawnmower. 

JUSTIFICATION: The previous location, their kitchen, was too boring and their 

conversation went on for too long and bogged down the introduction. Also, the addition 
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of the lawnmower at this point provides a small question that needs an answer, thus 

(hopefully) pushing the reader forward. 

 

LOCATION: p. 6-10 

CHANGE: Introduced character named Franklin to the story, added specific interaction 

between Charlie and his dad. 

JUSTIFICATION: I felt the accident on page 10 would come across as more believable 

if it had an actual character behind it. Also, Franklin will be very important to a payoff 

later on in the story. The “hand hug” that Charlie and his dad perform is born out of my 

desire to see this small, specific interaction throughout the story as Charlie misses his dad 

more and more. It’s an additional trait of Thomas that Friend will later echo. 

 

LOCATION: p. 12 

CHANGE: Changed Mary’s introduction by adding action in order to show her character 

traits, as opposed to previously explaining them through description. 

JUSTIFICATION: Character traits come across more strongly when they are shown 

through action, not description. In Mary’s case, I chose to show her shyness by her failed 

attempts to get the attention of passersby for picture taking at Charlie’s graduation. 

 

LOCATION: p. 13 

CHANGE: Introduced Claymon in a scene at a prison with Franklin. 

JUSTIFICATION: I wanted to introduce Claymon as early on as possible so that the 

revelation that he is a pedophile later on comes across as much more shocking. Also, 
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Franklin’s account of his new friend in the prison is not only thematically relevant, but 

also a set-up for a payoff later on with Joey in the prison. 

 

LOCATION: p. 15 

CHANGE: Added in Mary’s painting hobby. 

JUSTIFICATION: I thought that this would be a natural progression from Mary’s 

obsession with drawing with crayons when she was a child. Additionally, she will soon 

begin a painting of “what she wants most in the world” as a present for Charlie’s birthday 

by the end of the story. 

 

LOCATION: p. 22 

CHANGE: Changed name of Fellowship to “Youth Under Christ the King.” 

JUSTIFICATION: Played for acronym humor, as well as a set-up for a similar group 

called “Sisters Under Christ the King” that appears later in the story. 

 

LOCATION: p. 25-26 

CHANGE: Mary now appears to threaten herself with suicide. Added in baseball photo, 

and Charlie’s preparation of sleeping-pill-laced Gatorade. 

JUSTIFICATION: Charlie needed a better reason to get out to the baseball field, so this 

picture serves as a solid, somber motivation for that action. The Gatorade bottle acts as a 

set-up for Joey later on in the story, but also as a common ground between the two 

siblings, who are both seemingly about to kill themselves. Mary, however, isn’t. We’ll 

find out later that she is struggling to find the motivation to kill Claymon. 
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LOCATION: p. 29-36 

CHANGE: Made Friend into a girl, changed Friend’s introduction to make her more 

volatile and odd. Claymon is now a baseball coach. 

JUSTIFICATION: Friend needed a memorable introduction that would fit in with her 

revenge-motivated actions later on in the story. I also decided to make her a female in 

order to allow the possibility of romantic tension between Charlie and his imaginary 

friend. I wanted Claymon to become more and more threatening with each new job we 

find out he has, so that there’s a “tip of the iceberg” feeling when he’s around. This is 

continued when he appears at the college, the daycare, and even in the pictures of himself 

as a scoutmaster inside his house. 

 

LOCATION: p. 30 

CHANGE: Added in Mary’s British-accent-themed interaction with Simon. 

JUSTIFICATION: The British accent gag couldn’t fit in the upcoming barbecue scene 

anymore, so I added it in here. Later on in the story, Simon drops a hint that his mother is 

from England, so it would make sense that he would find Mary’s interaction here 

comforting. 

 

LOCATION: p. 39-40 

CHANGE: Removed first magic show. The entire group finds out Charlie has an 

imaginary friend here instead. Removed Charlie’s love interest. 
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JUSTIFICATION: Each of the characters’ arcs requires that they find out about Charlie 

as soon as possible, especially Andy. Friend should take the place of Charlie’s love 

interest in the story in order to cut down on unnecessary characters. But even though this 

romance is never fully realized, the woman in Charlie’s life should be just Friend. 

 

LOCATION: p. 43 

CHANGE: Friend now tells Charlie his own story, instead of vice-versa. 

JUSTIFICATION: This acts as a set-up for the final narration of the story as well as 

pure exposition. It felt too forced coming from Charlie, and now it seems as if Friend is 

revealing a hidden, buried truth to Charlie. 

 

LOCATION: p. 54 

CHANGE: Miss Grimbleton now explodes. 

JUSTIFICATION: This is based off of real news reports that I’ve found of elderly 

people blowing themselves up after trying to smoke while hooked up to an operating 

oxygen tank. This woman needed a fiery, cinematic way to go out. This also begins 

Claymon’s arc about his paranoia regarding the Devil following him. 

 

LOCATION: p. 59-62 

CHANGE: Added in two scenes with Haley, Will, and Andy regarding Haley and Will’s 

relationship. 

JUSTIFICATION: Haley and Will needed a little more development in regard to their 

relationship, Will needed the motivation to prove Andy wrong by later calling the 
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Paranormal Detectives television show, and Andy needed the motivation to finally get 

angry enough to call the cops on Charlie. This also allowed for some comic relief. 

 

LOCATION: p. 64 

CHANGE: Gave Mary a scene in which she is presented with a difficult situation 

regarding Charlie’s mental health and her relationship with Andy. 

JUSTIFICATION: Characters often show who they truly are when presented with a 

difficult decision, so Mary had to choose between Andy and Charlie at this point. Lose-

lose situation. She ends up choosing Charlie, hinting that she really does love her brother. 

 

LOCATION: p. 72 

CHANGE: Introduced Sisters Under Christ the King. 

JUSTIFICATION: This scene is very important. First of all, I love the imagery of all 

these women sitting in a grassy park, staring at empty chairs. One of my favorite things to 

do in writing is to work my way towards an almost surreal situation and then have it 

make complete logical sense, in that you could follow the development from plot point to 

plot point on how that particular moment ended up the way it did. I wanted the death of 

Miss Grimbleton to have far-reaching implications. This is also another opportunity to 

explore the theme of people talking to beings that aren’t physically present as a means of 

making themselves feel better. The scene acts as a set-up for the memorial service later 

on and also drops a hint about the fireworks show in the finale. 

 

LOCATION: p. 76-81 
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CHANGE: Reworked Claymon’s entire revelation about Charlie. 

JUSTIFICATION: I wanted this to feel like the twist at the end of a normal movie, even 

though there’s still quite a bit of story left. Claymon’s paranoia needed to reach an all-

time high, and he needed to be the one to push Andy over the edge. Here, I sprinkle in 

little lines and moments from throughout the story that culminate in Claymon realizing 

that Charlie is possessed by the Devil. Hopefully, the reader will feel a sense of 

satisfaction at all these small payoffs based on hints dropped earlier in the story. 

 

LOCATION: p. 87 

CHANGE: Mary now passes out at the daycare. 

JUSTIFICATION: Mary’s asthma attacks needed to reach a climax at some point. They 

need to have some other purpose besides tying her and Charlie together. This also acts as 

a set-up of sorts for when she passes out again at the finale inside the church.  

 

LOCATION: p. 90 

CHANGE: Charlie now leaves Friend in the parking lot, without any sort of “goodbye.” 

JUSTIFICATION: This will finally connect the dots for why Friend was crying in the 

opening sequence. She appears to be mad at first, but once we remember what she was 

like during the launch, we have a better lasting memory of the relationship between her 

and Charlie. 

 

LOCATION: p. 91-98 

CHANGE: Absolute chaos at the memorial service for Miss Grimbleton. 
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JUSTIFICATION: I really admired the structure of Crazy, Stupid, Love for taking all of 

its previously separate story elements that had been layered throughout the story and then 

throwing them all in one place together in a big brawl at the climax of the story. I wanted 

that sort of all-encompassing, chaotic, and thus hilarious feeling here. 

 

LOCATION: p. 104-111 

CHANGE: Removed fireworks show, added in festival, Mary passes out inside the 

burning church, Charlie saves her, and fireworks explode from inside the church. 

JUSTIFICATION: The previous ending felt too forced, so I wanted something with a 

more natural, organic procession of events. Also, Charlie needed to do something for 

Mary just as she did for him, with the painting. Charlie needed to become the hero from 

Mary’s drawings from her childhood. I also loved the imagery of fireworks going off 

inside a church and lighting up all the windows with different flashes of color. I like to 

think of it as Friend’s final judgment upon Claymon as they both go down in the burning 

church together. And at the end, each character gets something different out of the 

burning church. Will and Haley hint at comforting one another and repairing their 

relationship through the tough times ahead, Geoffrey uses it as a means of finding 

comfort in his new kitten, Andy sees it as his faith burning away before him, Mary lets go 

of her old friend, and Charlie finally finds someone to watch fireworks with him. 
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