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OVER BLACK.

Intermttent latino nusic and static.
FADE | N:

EXT. TRAI LER - DAY

A lone single-wide on a desert lot. A collection of dated
appliances scattered about. A sign out front reads Rl VERA
REPAI R SERVI CE.

| NT. TRAILER - DAY

ELADI O RI VERA (60s), bifocals on the tip of his nose,
tinkers with a gutted antique radio. The static gives way
to steady nusic. Eladio grins to hinself. Success!

NESTOR (O S.)
Boo!

El adio flinches. POOF! The radio sparks, goes dead. He
| ooks aside to his grandson, NESTOR (7), cloaked in a
honmemade ghost costunme -- a sheet wth eyehol es.

(NOTE: Dial ogue is in Spanish with english subs unless
ot herw se noted.)

ELADI O
Damm it, Nestor! How many tines
has grandpa told you not to pester
me while I'"mworking? Go to your
not her!

Nestor scurries off, waving his arnms and meki ng ghost
noi ses. Eladio wilts, defeated.

EXT. TRAILER - REAR - DAY

GLORI A RI VERA (30s) hangs laundry. She wears the nodest
attire of a staunchly Christian woman -- tasteful bl ouse,
sensi bl e shoes, ankle-length denimskirt. The only thing
renotely gl anorous about her is her ever-present silver
cross neckl ace.

Nestor runs up, still in ghost node, kicking up dust.
GORI A
Nestor, no! You'll dirty the
cl ot hes.

Nestor spreads his arns, displaying his "costune."

NESTOR
What do you think? 1Is it scary?

GORI A
Nestor, my |love, you are the
scari est ghost | have ever seen.



NESTOR
You' ve seen ghosts?

GORI A
Don't be silly, there's no such
thing. Now go play and |l et mama
finish.

Nestor races his off, back to his ghost act. Goria smles

after him then
GORI A
(in English)
|'"msorry for the interruption
Pl ease tell ne...
(to canera)
How did you die?
EXT. LECTURE HALL - DAY
The sign out front advertises:
ROD Bl DVELL, PhD, ThD
AUTHOR
LI FE AFTER LI FE:
A STUDY I N THE PARANORVAL

ROD (V. Q)
Ghosts. Spirits. Apparitions.

| NT. LECTURE HALL - DAY
A series of fanous ghost photos fill the screen,

one to the next. The Ghost of Lord Conbernere.
Seat Ghost. The Brown Lady of Raynham Hall . .

ROD (O S.)
| know it's a tough sell.
Afterall, to believe in ghosts

woul d first require a belief not
only in the afterlife, but also the
exi stence of a benevol ent higher
power to grant it.

fading from
The Back

ROD BI DWELL (40) enters frame. Learned, studious. His
reputation as a |eading authority on all things paranornal

has been wel | - ear ned.

ROD
But 1'mnot here to preach to you.
" mnot here to convince you.
sinmply wish to open your mnd to
the possiblity that death is not
t he end.



ON THE AUDI ENCE

Anong the col | ege-age audi ence we find a m ddl e-aged Asi an
man, ranrod stiff in his inpeccable three piece suit and
gl asses half the size of his face. His name is ALLAN TAM
and he's every inch the stone-faced skeptic he appears to
be.

ROD (O S.)
That there is something beyond that
final curtain. Something beyond
t hat unavoi dabl e nonent when t hese
fragile vessels of nmeat and bone
have ultimately and inevitably
failed us. But to accept that
possi blity, we nust first accept
t he facts.

BACK TO RCD

ROD
Fact: N nety percent of all
paranormal activity can be
scientifically explained away. But
there still remains ten percent
which cannot. It is within that
unexpl ai nabl e ten percent that the
possibility lies, and it is that
ten percent |I'Il be discussing here
t oday.

| NT. LECTURE HALL - DAY (LATER)
The presentation over. Rod collects his materials at the

base of the stage. The last of the audience files out,
revealing the lingering Allan Tam

TAM
M. Bidwell.
ROD
(not | ooki ng)
Yes?
TAM
My nane is Allan Tam | represent

a man by the nanme of Wnston
Wal |l ace. Are you famliar?

ROD
Not especially.

TAM
Well, M. Wallace is quite famliar
with you. 1In fact he's sent ne to

deliver an invitation to join him
at his estate this evening.



ROD
Sorry, | don't do private shows.
If you'll excuse ne.

Rod slings his satchel and heads off.

TAM
You' |l be paid for your tinme. WII
twenty five thousand suffice?

Rod stops. Did he hear that right? He |ooks back at the
peculiar little man, who now holds a thick envelope in his
ext ended hand.
TAM

Assumi ng, of course, that you

accept cash?
EXT. H GHWAY - DAY
A jet-black lino cruises al ong.
| NT. LIMO - DAY (MOVI NG

Rod sits across from Tam

RCD
So, tell nme about this Wnstone
Wal | ace.

TAM

I"mafraid ["'mnot at liberty to
di scuss M. Wl lace's personal
affairs.

ROD
"' m not asking for his blood type.
A general inpression would suffice.

Tam doesn't respond.

ROD
C mon. There nust be sonething you
can tell me about him

TAM
(If it"1l shut you up)
| can tell you that M. Wallace is
very old, and very rich.

RCD
How ol d?

TAM
Very.

RCD

How rich?



Tam sours. Rod subdues a grin.
EXT. WALLACE ESTATE - FRONT GATE - DAY

The Lino pulls up to the guard shack. The iron gates creep
open, slowy revealing the sprawing Wallace estate. The
[inmo pulls through.

I NT. LI MO - CONT.

Rod surveys the grounds. Notices a black man in overalls
di gging a grave beside an al ready-exi sting one beneath a
wllowtree.

O S., the CLICK-CLACK of hard shoes on ceramc fl oor.
| NT. WALLACE MANSI ON - CORRI DOR - DAY

Tam | eads Rod through. Rod takes in the nunerous
expensi ve-1 ooking paintings lining the walls. They pass
t hrough a set of heavy oak doubl e doors, |eading into..

THE MAIN HALL
Lavi sh and enornous. Tam pauses, suddenly irritated.

TAM
Wait here.

Tam nmar ches out.

MKE (O S.)
| know you.

Rod turns to see two other nmen and a woman. They are:

M KE VIRG LLIO (40s). A friendly bear of a man wth a
Jersey accent and a penchant for Hawaiian print shirts.

KELLY VIR LLI O (30s). Mke's petite wife. d asses,
tie-dyed tee. Could be a |looker if she put some effort into
it.

RAY SHAFER (50s). Bal ding, bearded, bespectacled. Polo
shirt tucked into his slacks. Even snmarter than he | ooks.

RCD
" msorry?
M KE
You're Rod Bidwell, right?
RCD
Yes...?
M KE
See, Kel'? | told you it was him

Me and the m ssus here are big
( MORE)



M KE (cont' d)
fans. Mke Virgillio It's great
t o neetcha.

They shake hands. M ke punps so vigorously it's a wonder
Rod's arm doesn't snap off at the shoul der.

M KE
Can | just say, ne and Kelly
woul dn't even be in the biz if not
for you.

ROD
The biz?

M KE
You know. Paranor nal
investigation? W took it up after
Kel ' saw you on Larry King.

KELLY
Ei ght years and a hundred
investigations later...

ROD
| npressive. Wiy haven't | read
about you?

M KE
Eh, we like to keep it on the
down-low. We don't wanna draw
attention, that kind of thing.
(then, | oud)
ww  Rod-freakin'-Bidwel .

RCD

I s he always this...boisterous?
KELLY

You'll have to excuse ny husband.

He's |ike a puppy when he gets

excit ed.
RAY

A very large puppy. Ray Shaffer.
RCD

(shaki ng Ray's hand)
Akron, 2006. | attended your

di scussi on on Raudive's EVP
recordi ngs. Fascinating stuff.

RAY
| could say the sanme about your
book.

ROD

You've read it?



RAY
|'ve read all of them

M KE
(asi de)
Nerd alert.

Kel 'y nudges him

RAY
So. Any idea what this is all
about? This M. Tam was
frustratingly non-forthcom ng.

ROD
Sanme here. But considering present
conpany, |I'mstarting to get an
i dea.

KELLY
What do you nmean?

ROD
A pair of seasoned investigators,
an EVP expert, nyself. 1'd say

this M. Wallace has gathered
hinmself quite a team The only
thing we're mssing is a nmedium

WOVAN' S VO CE
Hel | o, Rod.

Rod stiffens. He knows that voice. He turns to see..
GLORI A RI VERA

Qur | aundry-hangi ng ghost whisperer, smling warmy in the
doorway. There's tension between the two, all of it on
Rod' s part.

GORI A
It has been too |ong.

Read Rod's face: "Not |ong enough.”

TAM (O S.)
Ms. R vera.

Tam marches in, fit to be tied.

TAM
You were given -- all of you were
given -- specific instructions to
contain yourseles to the main hall
ROD

| didn't get those instructions.



TAM
And now you have. | woul d thank
you to adhere to themin the
future. Now if you would al
follow ne --
(to Goria)
-- and ONLY ne.

Tam | eads the group out. Ray and Rod share an anused | ook
and foll ow.

| NT. WALLACE MANSI ON - DI NI NG HALL - DAY
The group enter.

TAM
Be seat ed.

The group take seats about the massive oak dining table. At
the end of the table is a filmprojector; on the wall across
fromit, a projector screen.

Tamkills the lights. A beat. Then, in the darkness, a
CLICK. A VWR A head | eader flickers upon the screen.
Five...four...three...two...Dbl ack..

Then begins col orful home novie footage. No audio. A
pl antati on house on the edge of a small |ake. Hundreds of
peopl e here, all races and ages, enjoying a | akeside picnic.

A man wal ks among them Towering, fifty-ish, in black
cassock. An air of loving authority. This is WLLIAM
BLACKSTON (50-ish). He exchanges handshakes, hugs, pecks on
cheeks, strokes an infant's head.

Foot age cuts to Bl ackston delivering a sernon. Voicel ess
amens and hal |l elujahs fromhis flock. But his denmeanor is
different now. Aggressive. He waves his bible, pounds his
pul pit. Three nmen on either side, all arned.

H's flock regales him He spreads his arns, receiving their
| ove.

Footage cuts. Qur group collectively GASP at the new
f oot age:

Dead bodies. Everywhere. Men, wonen, children -- the
entire congregation. Mst are bullet-ridden. Ohers appear
to have been hacked and chopped, others strangled. A nunber
of bodi es face-down on the | ake.

Forensic techs and state troopers on the scene. A trooper
| ooks to canera, says sonething, points to the plantation
house.

Footage cuts to inside the plantation house. The bodies of
the armed nen and no |l ess than half a dozen pregnant wonen
| ay about.



9.

In the center of themall, slunped in a w cker chair, is

Bl ackston. Pistol dangling fromhis dead finger, a nasty
exit wound on his left tenple. Footage holds on that final
imge for a long beat, then cuts to bl ack.

| NT. WALLACE MANSI ON - MAIN HALL - DAY

The group sit silent, still shocked fromthe footage they've
seen. Finally:
M KE
Al right, 1'll say it. Wat the

hell was that?

ROD
That, M ke, was Bl ackst onburg.

M KE
Bl ackst onbur g?

RGD
A religious commune, founded spring
of 1979 by one Charles Henry
Bl ackston. What we saw was t he
aftermath of the commune's mass
suicide in the sumer of 1981

KELLY
Sui cide? You nean they did that to
t hensel ves?

ROD
No, they just didn't put up a fight
when Bl ackston had his "holy guard"
do that to them

RAY
Thirty years investigating cults
and the paranormal and |'ve never
heard of Bl ackstonburg. How do you
know al |l this?

Before Rod can answer, a voice |like stone on metal
i nterrupts:

WALLACE (Q.S.)
A very good questi on.

Al'l turn to see Tamwheeling in the frail, gaunt form of

W NSTON WALLACE. Anci ent, ashen, his body wacked by sone
horri bl e disease. Yet despite his weakened state, his eyes
bristle wth angry determ nati on.

WALLACE
Particularly considering the snal
fortune I've paid to keep that
i nformati on hidden. Answer the
guestion, Dr. Bidwell.



10.

RCD
|"ma researcher. And |I'mvery
good at what | do.

WALLACE
| ndeed, which is why you, all of
you, are here. Allan?

Tam passes out file fol ders.

The group
concer ned.
Mona Lisa

RAY
VWhat's this?

WALLACE
Case files. In the thirty five
years since the comunal suicide,
Bl ackst onburg has been the source
of nunerous reports of supernatural
activity. N ne nen have lost their
lives there. Transients, nostly,
the nost recent being a m grant
worker hired to maintain the
grounds. The authorities in their
rusti c narrownr ndedness rul ed the
deat hs accidental, but | know the

truth.
RCD

You t hink Bl ackstonburg i s haunt ed.
WALLACE

| don't think it, Dr. Bidwell.

know it.
M KE

So this is a gig. You want us to
P.1. the joint.

WALLACE
VWhat | want, M. Virgillio, are
facts. Does the afterlife exist:
Yes or no? |'ll pay for either
answer, as long as it is
i ndi sput abl e.

M KE
What ki nd of pay are we talking
about ?

WALLACE

One mllion dollars apiece.

Conti ngent, of course, upon your
provi ding of incontrovertible

pr oof .

exhange stunned | ooks -- except for Rod, who seens

He catches eyes with Goria, who bears an odd,
smle. Rod lays his file folder aside.



11.

RCD
| can't help you.
MR, WALLACE
What ?
RCD
M. Wallace--respectfully--you're
obviously ill. Termnal, judging

by the fresh grave out front. You
want to know if there's sonething
on the other side. But despite our
conbi ned experience, we're no
closer to a definitive answer now
than Charles Fort was one hundred
years ago. | can't in good

consci ous take advant age- -

WALLACE
One-point-seven billion dollars,
Dr. Bidwell. The estinmated val ue
of ny estate. | would have spent
every |ast penny for a cure to the
di sease which ails nme. It took
less than half a mllion to
determ ne there isn't one. |'mnot
interested in falsities designed to
appease a dying old man. | sinply
want the truth. If you're not
willing to provide it, I'"msure the
reliable M. Tam can find soneone
el se who is.

Rod hesitates, but we can see what his answer is, as can
Wal | ace.

WALLACE
Then it's settled. Acconmmpdations
have been made for the night.
You'll leave first thing in the
norning. Allan?

Tam wheel s Wal l ace out. The group buzzes with excitenent,
save for Rod, who once again catches eyes wwth Goria. That
smle...
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