
The Place [script sample]

EXT. ABANDONED VILLAGE (MAIN STREET) -

DAY

It is FALL 1971, and leaves cover the street thickly, showing not

only the season but the supreme abandonment of the town.

The camera at street level only offers a glimpse of cobblestones

and distant disrepaired houses. Booted feet in sensible brown

shoes stride into frame. The camera follows

JERRY

(narrating quietly)

Like my father and his father before him, I see much. My

camera's lens do not lie, nor do they flinch.

(pause)

My grandfather photographed farm animals and

diseases for a living. My father returned from the War,

silent. I caught the barest glimpses of his portfolio then -

men huddled in mud beneath grimy skies. Of course,

like all young boys my age, I lied in vain in an attempt to

enlist, but the recruiting officer caught me out and sent

me home... Back to my mother who turned pale and fell

silent when she heard what I had tried to do. She took to

crying quietly in her room from then on, faced with the

prospect of losing her only son as well as her husband.

However, by the time I could join up, most of the

fighting was over.

The camera pulls back slowly as JERRY walks cautiously

forward down the street. He is wearing sensible clothing, an old



camera hanging from his neck, a leather satchel across his

chest, and a large knapsack hanging off one shoulder. The

camera focus remains more or less tight on JERRY.

JERRY

(con't)

I left for the Continent as soon asI could, camera in

hand. After that lay Egypt and India. Nepal. Sri Lanka.

South Africa. Brazil... I saw my fair share conflict,

covering the conflict in Kroea, Vietnam, and Algeria.

Well... I didn't remain long in Algeria, and, last I heard,

the fighting is still ongoing in some form or another...

JERRY stops to look around. Front shot by the camera. He

turns his head left, then right, and twists around, clearly

confused by his surroundings.

JERRY

(con't)

Still, there was no place I feared to discover and

explore...

(a pause, and then his voice lowers)

Not until The Place.

As JERRY speaks the last sentence, the camera from behind

pulls further back adn up to provide a wide shot of the clearly

ABANDONED HOLIDAY TOWN which is lined with many

great houses and only a few ramshackle shops. JERRY now

appears small and slight - and vulnerable.

JERRY

We never speak of it, but it will always remain lodged in

our memory - a splinter in our mind's eye. Perhaps now,

we may lay it to rest.



JERRY stops again and his head turns as he looks left and right

at a small intersection, obviously uncertain on how to proceed.

JERRY

It began with Evie.

CUT TO:

EXT. ABANDONED VILLAGE (MAIN STREET) -

DAY

Following JERRY's eyeline, the camera slowly moves from left

to right. Nothing reveals itself. Each of the great summer

homes holds a facade of tarnished, forgotten glory. The doors

and windows gape emptily, and it is apparent no one inhabits

the town. In the distance, the road runs up to a dark train

station and, beyond that, rises a hill, wooded on every side

around the bottom of which runs a quiet river. The sky is

overcast and the muted sunlight casts a dull sheen over the

area, offering an unflattering glimpse of a forgotten area.

The camera continues down the right side of the street and

passes by a window behind which hangs a wisp of a LACE

CURTAIN. Yellowed and poorly mended, the material is but a

thin mask over the emptiness within. The CURTAIN's edges

tremble as if stirred. Is it the wind?

JERRY hesitates and then decides to draw closer. This

particular mansion, like the rest, is set back a little from the

road. The small lawn at the front is a possibility only, no longer

visible beneath an unappetizing layer of leaves that have

mulched untouched over the decades.

Making his way to the door, JERRY notices the other scraps of

curtains that hang at the windows. They are mended, if old,

and not particularly clean. He mounts the imposing



stoop and knocks at the door.

No answer.

He knocks harder and longer, insistent now. Looking about

him again, JERRY frowns. He rubs his neck self-consciously, as

he backs a little to survey the house again before

returning to knock on the door. Someone is watching.

Fingers reach down to the knob to try the door - but the door

opens then - just a crack. An old face is revealed, dim and

vague. At first, it is difficult to see their face.

JERRY

(short, gruff, but attempting to be polite)

Hello. Sorry to intrude but would you point me in the

direction of the. . .

(looks at a note which he pulls from his pocket)

Calloway Hotel?

OLD WOMAN

(quiet and sharp)

This'd be it.

JERRY

(disbelieving and uneasy)

Calloway Hotel?

OLD WOMAN

Yes.



JERRY is surprised and uneasy, but after another quick look

around he decides to believe the OLD WOMAN.

JERRY

I'm looking for Evelyn Greenlow.

OLD WOMAN

(slowly)

Evelyn... Greenlow...

JERRY

May have introduced herself as Evie Green.

OLD WOMAN

Ah. Yes. She was in. Yes.

The door opens a little under, revealing the OLD WOMAN to

be dressed in plain, homespun clothes which are covered with a

light dusting of flour. Her dark eyes are suspicious, and so the

door remains barred.

JERRY

(quickly)

Look. I'm Jerry. Maybe she mentioned me? Should have

- Gerald Paisley?

(pause)

Her fiance.

The door opens wider now. JERRY can see a little ways down

the hill. There's a glimpse of a shoe rack, and an old, blurry

picture on the wall.

OLD WOMAN



Jerry. She may have mentioned a man about to come

'round.

JERRY

(patience wearing thin)

Yes. Jerry. Her fiance. I was to arrive the day before last,

but the plane was held up. She had something to show

me. Isn't she here?

OLD WOMAN

(shrugs)

She went out and hasn't yet returned.

JERRY

Well. I'll wait. If that's all right, I’ll wait here. Do you

have a room to let?

The OLD WOMAN slowly nods.

JERRY

Then I'll take a room.

The OLD WOMAN opens the door all the way, turns

wordlessly, and leads JERRY further in. You catch a glimpse of

a great staircase with two parts in between which stands an

ancient, tall grandfather clock.

CUT TO:

INT. CARROWAY HOTEL - DAY

A shot from a vast parlour. It is mainly cloaked in drapes. Very

dim thanks to thick curtains, the room is clear of dirt and dust,

but it is obviously forgotten. It is a dull room in faded brown



and gold accents. Old pictures and curios behind faded glass

hang on the walls. One is a family tree made out of hair. There

are dressers with strange objects on top - old statues, horns,

dried flowers, and amber rocks with insects trapped inside.

Through the open door you can see peeling wallpaper and old

oil paintings. There's a glimpse of the stairway's railing.

The OLD WOMAN walks past the open door followed slowly by

JERRY who peers in before passing on.

A shot from a tea room, similarly cloaked and decorated and

abandoned. The colour accents of the tea room are a dingy pink

and blue.

A shot from a breakfast from that is obviously used

occasionally due to the lack of white cloths. However,

everything looks very old and dingy. Old-fashioned plateware is

on the table, set out for some reason with a pile of dust rags

lying beside them.

CUT TO:

INT. CARROWAY HOTEL - DAY

The camera follows behind JERRY's back as he comes into a

wide area that is an old-fashioned kitchen complete with

fireplace and heath only modernised by a battered metal

smokescreen. An OLD MAN comes in the back door smoking

fiercely on his pipe. He pauses at the sight of JERRY, grunts,

and moves to a chair by the small fire at the hearth.

The OLD WOMAN and the OLD MAN do not acknowledge

JERRY. He stands in the doorway lamely, feeling and looking

unwanted and uninvited.

OLD WOMAN

(after opening and peering into the oven, turns around)



Any room on the second floor is yours. 'Cept EVIE's

room.

The OLD MAN grunts around his pipe, but he does not turn.

JERRY

Any room?

OLD WOMAN

Yes.

JERRY

(turns to leave)

Thanks.

OLD WOMAN

(continues on, which stops JERRY in his tracks)

Breakfast at seven, lunch at twelve, tea at four, and

supper at six.

JERRY nods and disappears from the door. The OLD MAN and

the OLD WOMAN share significant looks.

OLD WOMAN

(as if in answer to a wordless question)

EVIE's beau.

OLD MAN

Run late. Came in his own auto?

OLD WOMAN

Walked up from the new station.



OLD MAN

(briefly)

Damn.

CUT TO:

INT. CARROWAY HOTEL - DAY

A shot from the front door of the main foyer. Silence. A door

opens on the right, as JERRY backtracks. There is no sound but

the ticking of the clock, and the solid footfall of JERRY's shoes

on the wood floor. He looks about the foyer and then slowly

proceeds up the stairs to the second floor.

A shot from the end of the hallway on the second floor. JERRY

slowly moves down the wide hall, examining pictures on the

wall and curios placed on various hallway tables and shelves.

He opens a door, looks in, closes the door quietly, and moves

on. This is repeated twice for both sides of the hall. Then he

opens a door and pauses in the doorway as if struck or arrested

by the sight of something.

For a moment, JERRY disappears from sight. Then he returns,

pauses in the doorway as if in thought, and then opens the door

opposite him and plunges in, having made his impulsive

decision. He will take the room opposite.

CUT TO:

INT. CARROWAY HOTEL (JERRY'S ROOM) - DAY

The room JERRY chose is obviously an old spare bedroom

once gloriously decorated in bronze and blue. Now everything

is tarnished and dingy and the furniture feels too small for the

grand room. Throwing his knapsack onto the bed, JERRY looks

around with a mildly proprietary, curious air.



Fingering his camera, he pauses in front of a dressing screen.

Rousing the camera to his eye, JERRY begins to take pictures.

JERRY

It began in mid-autumn, when the leaves had nearly all

fallen, and every night took on a chill. I was in New York

doing a spread on American cuisine when I got a call

from Evie. She had found something. Inexplicable.

That's what she said.

During JERRY's voice-over, JERRY takes five photographs of

his room.

Another shot - he also takes a few photographs of the hall. He

disappears down the hall to the stairway, where he can be

heard taking photographs of the hotel foyer. He reappears and

reenters the room opposite his own.

This is EVIE's room.

CUT TO:

INT. CARROWAY HOTEL (EVIE'S ROOM) - DAY

JERRY

It was a lucky thing that I was almost done in New York.

She wanted me to come round right away. That's Evie all

over, you know. Impetuous, determined, and

strong-willed. My fiance, you could say, was something

else.

A shot of EVIE's room. Two opened trunks stand in the big

room. Like JERRY's, EVIE's room is well-decorated, if

neglected. It is accented with paisley green and browns. Clothes

are strewn about the bed and trunks.

JERRY



A modern woman, raised by a strong mother and an

easy-going father. In those days, families made it rich

overnight - on new patents, or some new-fangled

machine. They sent their daughters to colleges, and, on

occasion, stunners like Evie were spat out.

The camera moves around the room, following JERRY as he

records the scene with photographs. The journalist chuckles at

the sight of a lacy bra caught amongst the rumpled bed sheets.

He picks up an edge of the bra and rubs it gently before letting

it fall back onto the sheets.

JERRY

Evie always knew what she wanted. She liked adventure.

That was how we met - at a sailing regatta in New York.

Boating, hunting, swimming, climbing, you name it, she

did it. In between times, she did freelance work for

women's mags. That's where the ghost hunting came in.

JERRY wanders around the room. Pauses and looks down.

There are faded imprints of four round marks where a small

table used to stand. It's not there anymore. It's now before a

window with a chair by it and upon it papers, two notebooks,

and a thick JOURNAL.

JERRY

It began as a small side project which I dabbled in

occasionally for those odd penny dreadful type mags,

chock full of horrific tales and gothic mysteries. I was

never quite sure who read them, but I was assured that a

thriving readership did exist and any material -

photographs and stories would always be welcome.

Apparently, young women, particularly ladies with much

free time on their hands, liked them.

Shot from behind causing a silhouette as JERRY sits down by

the table and looks out the window. The curtains are drawn

back severely - pinned extra tight by twice wound lace ties,



offering the man a great VISTA before him. The VISTA consists

of a few more smaller houses on either side of the broad main

street of the empty town; two small stores, lying empty just

beyond; the road rising gently up to an old TRAIN STATION to

meet a grey-blue sky. Trees dot the hills a bit on the eastern

and western sides (and presumably the northern side as well),

like a monk's tonsure; and a river flows down the east side of

the hill from between the trees, under a little culvert over which

passes the old railway embankment (where the rails must have

run), down and past the great backyards of the summer houses.

JERRY

Young ladies enjoy an air of mystery, of strangeness, of

horror. During my travels about England, I would visit

many haunting sites and come away unmoved by the

atmosphere. Writing up the articles, always required...

(pause)

A little exercise of the imagination.

(pause)

But this was different. The place... Was something else.

JERRY is struck by the view as if something has caught his

attention. As the camera moves around slightly, we catch sight

of his face. He is still as if straining to hear or see something.

There is nothing but silence now.

CUT TO:

INT. CARROWAY HOTEL (EVIE'S ROOM) - DUSK

After a moment, JERRY opens a journal lying on the table

before him.

JERRY



(voice over)

Something about my side job fired Evie's imagination.

She traveled across North America and Europe in search

of strange stories and remote locales rife with legends of

hauntings. In a way, she became a connoisseur in the art

of the ghost hunt, and I came to rely on her for reliable

research. When she called, I came.

It's pages are stuffed with various leaflets, a couple

monograms, two brochures, and several doodled napkins.

Drawings and diagrams sprawl across the pages. It is heavily

inked in places. As he leafs through the book idly, not really

reading it, more skimming it. JERRY notices the writing slowly

becomes more passionate and scrawled. Words are underlined

in places, whole sentences in others. More and more

capitalization.

JERRY

(con't)

A week ago, she called. Yet, now I have arrived only to

discover her absence... It is worrying, to say the least.

Heavily inked drawings with only spots of white crop up. A

picture of an OLD VICTORIAN GENTLEMAN is depicted on

another page.

JERRY

(stops to read aloud quietly and slowly as if he can't make sense

of the words)

"The gentleman walks slowly. He disappears. One day, I

should follow him."

JERRY frowns and turns the page. The last page in the journal

is entirely inked entirely in black.

CUT TO:


