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"Found You" 

TEASER 

 

 
 

 

 

FADE IN: 
 

 

1 EXT. HIGHWAY / DESERT - DUSK 1 

 BACKGROUND MUSIC: "Turn to stone", Ingrid Michaelson.  

 
 

AERIAL VIEW: The nothingness and dryness of the desert 
are absolute. The purple sky above it is cloudless. Down 
bellow, in the middle of the road, two parked CARS: one 

off the road, and another just beside it. 

 

 SOMEONE STANDS STILL between the two cars.  

 

CATHERINE (V.O.) 
We all remember certain events of 
our past. They make us who we 
are. We all forget many other 
events too. They shape us as 
well, even if we don’t realise 
that. Sometimes, those forgotten 
memories are more important than 
the others. 

SLOWLY ZOOM IN: As we get closer, we see it is CATHERINE. 

CLOSE UP ON CATHERINE. She is frowning, her eyes shows 
that she is lost in thought. Her arms are crossed, hugging 
her tiny frame, dressed all in black. 

 

Behind her, the Red Beetle. 
 

CATHERINE (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
Some memories we even think we 
recall, when in fact they’re just 

a distortion of a memory. They’re 
all inside of us though -- the 
ones we remember and the ones we 
think we don’t remember --, 
composing a puzzle. No piece is 
missing. 

 

As we PAN AROUND, we get a WIDER SHOT: the OLD ABANDONED 
CAR from the PILOT drawn all her attention. 

 

CATHERINE (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
The question is: is it possible 
to erase a memory so completely, 

so it would not be a part of us? 
Is it possible to forget 
something so completely that it 
would not be there, on that 
puzzle? And instead, we’d only 
have an empty space? 

 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 2. 
 
 

 

Slowly, Catherine uncrosses her arms and walks towards the 
abandoned car. Slowly, she gets to the driver’s door. 

 

CATHERINE’S POV: 
 

The window’s glass is broken, and through it, between the 
two seats, we can see an OLD LEATHER WALLET. 

 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

MUSIC LYRICS: "I know that I am nothing new / there’s so 
much more than me and you / but brother how we must atone 
/ before we turn to stone". 

 

She BREATHES IN heavily. 
 

CATHERINE (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
And these forgotten memories... 
Where would they go? Would they 
try to get back to the person 
they belong to? Or would they 
just wander aimless through the 
world, forever lost, ghosts of a 
history? 

 

The music gets VIVACE E BRILLANTE. 

 

In a SNAP, she rapidly TURNS HER BACK to the abandoned car 
and RUNS to the Beetle. 

 

In fast movements, she GETS IN, FASTEN HER SEAT BELT, 
TURNS ON THE ENGINE and DRIVES AWAY furiously, leaving 
behind only a cloud of dust on the desert. 

 

 
2 INT. THE RED BEATLE - CONTINUOUS 2 
 

Catherine shakes while driving, holding back the tears. 
 

CATHERINE (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
However, the most important 
question is: how do we get it 
back? 

 

She SPEEDS UP even more and we 
 
 

 
 

MUSIC LYRIC: "Before we turn... to stone." 
 

END OF TEASER 

CUT TO BLACK 

 

ACT ONE 
 

 
 

FADE IN: 



3. 
 
 

3 EXT. PARKER RESIDENCE / ALMAS ST. - MORNING 3 
 

The perfect little neighbourhood. 
 

Birds chipper on a few garden’s fountains and trees. Small 
yellow butterflies wander between the pretty colourful 
gardens. Two mid-aged women water their plants. A SMALL 
OLD LADY (Cameo appearance of HELEN MIRREN, our Granny 
Betty) takes her morning walk and waves at them. 

 

A few CARS slowly passes by, children and teenagers walk 
their way to school. It’s another quiet morning in Almas 
St. 

 

Freaky. 
 

As we PAN AROUND the street, showing its routine, we come 
to a HALT in front of the Parker’s yellow door, that is 
immediately OPEN by Charlie. 

 

AUNT NANCY (O.S.) 
Charlie-honey! Do you have your 
cell phone? 

 

As Charlie gets to his bike, Aunt Nancy APPEARS by the 
front door, wearing a flowery apron and a big 
toothpaste-ad smile. The young man does not look at her 

when speaking. 

 

CHARLIE (sighing 
tiredly) 

Yeah, aunt, I do. 
 

AUNT NANCY 
And is it charged? 

 

CHARLIE 
(fed up) 

YES, Aunt Nancy, it IS. 
 

He finally looks up at her, standing on the porch. Her 
smile is just frozen on her face. 

 

Charlie frowns. 
 

We hear O.S. KEYS BEING SHUFFLED. Aunt Nancy TURNS AROUND. 
 

AUNT NANCY 
(looking inside the house) 

Catherine-my-dear, you’re late! 
So, are you coming for lunch 
today? 

 

Catherine APPEARS on the front door, with her purse in one 
hand. She is TIRED and her clothes are a little ASKEW. She 
doesn’t make eye contact with Aunt Nancy as she SHUFFLES 
through her purse. 

 
 

 
(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 4. 
 
 

 

CATHERINE 
(distant) 

I don’t think so, aunt. 
 

Then we have it. Aunt Nancy’s smile finally FADES! 
 

AUNT NANCY 
Sweetie, except to sleep, it’s 
been almost two weeks you don’t 
step foot on this house. 

 

Catherine doesn’t bother looking at her. She climbs down 
the porch, going for her RED BEETLE. 

 

Charlie is LEANING on it, listening to his mp3 player, 
already on his bike. He is so unaware of what is going on. 

 

CATHERINE 
(with her back to Nancy) 

Work has kept me busy, aunt. 
 

Aunt Nancy crosses her arms. 
 

AUNT NANCY 
(snorting) 

Work, right. 
 

Catherine looks to her brother, who straightens up. 
 

CATHERINE 
Charlie, have you seen my 
notebook? 

 

CHARLIE 
You mean that small, blue 
notebook you’re always writing 
on? 

 

She SIGHS tiredly. 

 

CATHERINE 
Exactly. Where is it? 

 

He SHRUGS. Dunno. 
 

Aunt Nancy, exceptionally nosy, CALLS OUT, smiling. 
 

AUNT NANCY 
I’ll see if I can find it, 
Catherine-my-dear, don’t worry! 

 

Catherine, with her back turned to Aunt Nancy, CLOSES HER 

EYES and EXHALES. 
 

CATHERINE 

Well, thank you, aunt. 
 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 5. 
 

 
Aunt Nancy’s toothpaste-ad smile is BACK. She waves at 

them and finally GETS IN the house, CLOSING THE DOOR. 
 

Charlie LAUGHS quietly. 
 

Catherine ROLLS HER EYES and gets her CAR KEYS. She OPENS 
the car’s door, but not before FIGHTING Charlie with 
tickles to get him out of her way. It’s a very private and 
usual ritual for the looks of it. 

 

When Catherine is finally settled in the car, Charlie 
LEANS once more on the Beetle and smiles at her from the 
window. 

 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
So let’s see who gets there first 
today, you un-green and lazy 
character? 

 

She shakes her head disapprovingly. His smile only gets 
wider. Simultaneously, the good humour in Catherine seems 
to vanish, leaving her with a dark look on her face. 

 

Charlie gets the sudden change in Catherine’s mood and 
FROWNS. They have a strong bond, the two Parkers. 

 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
What? 

 

CATHERINE 
I’ve been having nightmares. 

 

He sighs. He knows what is coming next. 
 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
About when we lived in Maine. 

(beat) 
About when I got lost... 

 

CHARLIE 
I thought you were ok. 

 

CATHERINE 
I AM okay.  

 

CHARLIE 
So why this again? 

 

CATHERINE 
Dunno. I just don’t... 

 

Beat. He looks puzzled at her. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
See you in the morgue. 

 

And before Charlie can say anything else, she steps on the 
accelerator and DRIVES AWAY, leaving him behind. 



6. 
 

 
 

4 INT. THE ATTIC / WALKER RESIDENCE - MORNING 4 

 

The attic is very DARK and very DUSTY. It’s your typical 
mess. Cardboard boxes, old furniture, arks, drawers filled 
with old papers and other things. We can even see an old 
QUEEN-SIZED MATTRESS flat against a huge wooden wardrobe. 

 

Michael Walker is in the middle of this mess, sitting on 
the floor. He himself is as messy as the place. He talks 
to someone on his CELL PHONE, and considering his face, 
it’s not a date. 

 

WALKER 
But you said it’d only be for ONE 
MONTH, damn it! What is this 
about SIX months now?! 

 

Beat, as the person on the other end speaks. He’s 
impatient. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
Yes, but I never said I was going 
to follow him! I want to FIND him 
as much as you do! 

 

Beat again, but not for long this time. Walker interrupts 

whoever is talking with a SHARP LAUGH. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
I’m sorry? I can get HURT?! 

(laughs bitterly) 
I think I already proved that I 
can take care of myself, didn’t 
I? 

 

Another beat. Walker visibly regrets what was said. 
 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
(talking quietly) 

You know what I meant. 
 

There is a KNOCK from downstairs. Walker SIGHS and GETS 
UP. We couldn’t see it at first, but he was sitting on a 
SLEEPING BAG with a few BLANKETS over it and two PILLOWS, 
barely making a bed for him. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
(on the phone) 

I gotta go. Granny pleas for my 
attention. 

(Beat, in SPANISH, no subs) 

Gracias. No te preocupes, llamaré 
después. 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 7. 
 
 

 

Walker HANGS UP. He approaches an old, crappy SOFA, where 
lies his BELONGINGS - the BACKPACK and TRAVELING BAG, 
CLOTHES spilling out from both of them. His PHOTOGRAPHIC 
CAMERA is lying on the sofa as well, half-hidden by his 
clothes. 

 

He EXHALES. 
 

WALKER (CONT’D) 

Yes, grandma? 

 

BETTY (O.S.) 
(screaming with a weak 

voice) 
Mike, dear, do you want pancakes? 

 

He shakes his head and combs his hair with one hand. 
 

WALKER 
(speaking to himself, VERY 
pissed) 

It’s Michael, granny, MICHAEL. 
 
 

 

 

WHAT? 

BETTY (O.S.) 

(screaming) 

 

WALKER 
YES, granny, pancakes sounds 
great! 

 

BETTY (O.S.) 

Alright, then. Come down! 

 

He doesn’t reply to that though, and just MUMBLES 
something to himself, rubbing his face nervously. He is 
losing it. 

 

He goes to the only WINDOW in the attic (a wide, 
SEMI-CIRCLED), and SITS on the windowsill (knee-height), 
leaning his forehead against the glass. 

 

He looks around the place. Things are not bright at all. 
 

WALKER 
(kill-me-now) 

Six months. 
 

He CLOSES his eyes and starts BANGING his head against the 
glass as he speaks. 

 

 

Six. 
WALKER (CONT’D) 

 

(Bang!) 
Fucking. 

(BANG!) 
Months. 

 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 8. 
 

 
 

And BANGS his head once more! 

 

He calms down, still leaning against the glass. He stays 
like that for a beat, until he looks out the window. 

 

His eyes wander aimless through the view. But then, in a 
SNAP, he GETS UP and moves AWAY from the window, nervous. 

 

WALKER’S POV THROUGH THE WINDOW: 

 

A BLACK MAN (late thirties, wearing sunglasses and a hat) 
stands still by the nearest corner of the Almas St. He has 
his attention completely focused on Walker’s house. 

 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

 
Mierda. 

WALKER 

 

 

5 INT. COUNTY MORGUE / RECEPTION AREA - LATE MORNING 5 

 

If it wasn’t for the RECEPTIONIST (Woman, 24), the 
reception area would be empty. The furniture is awfully 
blue and visibly old, in desperate need for replacement. 

 

Catherine CROSSES THE FRAME and we FOLLOW her steady steps 
towards the other end of the reception area, where a file 
cabinet seems very out of place. She OPENS the second 
drawer and start shuffling through it. 

 

RECEPTIONIST 
Still didn’t get space for the 
file cabinet on your office, Ms 
Parker? 

 

CATHERINE 
One problem that people always 
seems to forget about getting 
older is that the amount of 
papers you end up having can be 
astronomical. The planet doesn’t 
have enough space for it, let 
alone my office. 

The receptionist FROWNS at that weird comment and SHRUGS. 

CLOSE UP on Catherine while she searches her file cabinet. 
OVER HER SHOULDER, OUT OF FOCUS, we can see the front door 
being OPENED and a man COMING IN. He walks forward, going 
O.S. 

 

We STAY ON Catherine, worried about her files. 
 

RECEPTIONIST (O.S.) 
Good morning, sir, can I help 
you? 

 

 
(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 9. 
 

 
 

Catherine doesn’t bother looking up. 
 

MAN (O.S.) 
(charming British accent) 

Yes, actually, you can. 
 

At those first words, Catherine FREEZES, WIDE-EYED. 
 

MAN (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
Can you please leave me and Ms 
Parker here alone for five 
minutes? 

 

At that, Catherine TURNS AROUND and we finally get to see 
the man. It’s LUKE FOY (Hans Matheson). He gives her a 
sideways glance. It says "hello, sweetie? Did you miss 
me?". 

 

The receptionist GETS UP, confused, but Catherine stops 
her. 

 

CATHERINE 
This is not necessary. 

 

The woman sits back down, still confused. 
 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
Luke.  

(beat) 
Let’s just go to my office. 

 

 

6 INT. COUNTY MORGUE / MS PARKER’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 6 
 

The door is OPEN and Catherine COMES IN, followed close by 
Luke, who CLOSES the door behind him and stares at her. 

 

LUKE 
So that’s the only way I get to 
see you alone. I better remember 
that. 

 

She stands in front of her desk, crossed arms, stern face. 
 

CATHERINE 
(impatient) 

What the fuck are you doing here? 
 

LUKE 
It’s nice to see you too, honey. 

 

He smiles kindly at her, making her defenses weaken. She 
EXHALES and shakes her head. 

 

Beat. 
 

 

 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 10. 
 
 

LUKE (CONT’D) 
Do you know anything about my 
girl, Cat? 

(beat) 
She has disappeared for two weeks 
now, you know. 

 

He takes a step further. Catherine looks up at him. 
 

CATHERINE 
(playing along) 

She has been extremely busy, and 
says that she had warned you 
about moments like that. 

 

Luke shakes his head, unconvinced. 
 

LUKE 
Which doesn’t mean I agree or 
even understand her. 

 

Catherine let go of the lets-pretend joke and snorts, 
rubbing her eyes and looking back at him seriously. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
Come on, Luke. You know it took 
me a long time to be with anyone 

like that. Give a break. 
 

He sighs. 
 

 

 

LUKE 
But it’s not enough. 

(beat) 
This relationship thing may be 
new to you, Catherine, but I’m 
fairly sure you know it’s not the 
same as having an insignificant 
other you don’t owe any 
explanations. 

 

Beat. Catherine looks down and sighs. 
 

CATHERINE 
So.  

(looks up) 
Are we done? Can I kiss you my 
apologies? 

 

He RUBS his face and GLANCES at her sheepish face. 
 

LUKE 
(okay, you win) 

Goddamn you, Catherine. 
 

She grins and WALKS TOWARDS him, embracing his waist and 
leaning in for a KISS. Then, he sighs and smiles weakly. 

 
 

 
(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 11. 
 
 

LUKE (CONT’D) 
We’d be lost if you were the 
president. 

 

She LAUGHS. A true belly laugh that you don’t get to see 
every day from Catherine. They KISS once more, 
passionately. 

 

LUKE (CONT’D) 

Oh, god, I missed you... 

 

She gives a wicked laugh. They resume KISSING hungrily, 
but after a while Luke pulls back and stares down at her. 

 

CATHERINE 
What? 

 

LUKE 
Mind telling me what you have 
been doing? 

 

That makes Catherine takes a STEP BACK and crosses her 
arms. 

 

CATHERINE 

(shrugs) 
Oh, you know. Working and stuff. 

(beat, wicked grin) 
You’re so much more fun. 

 

LUKE 
That I am. But I heard you went 
to Roswell? 

 

CATHERINE 
Doing a favour to my neighbour. 
Her grandson landed in Roswell 
and she couldn’t get him. 

 

LUKE 
But I’ve heard it took you one 
day to get back to Faram... 

 

She intends to reply, but then narrows her eyes, 
intrigued. 

 

CATHERINE 
Heard from whom? 

 

He hesitates. He’s a terrible liar. 
 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 

Heard from whom, Luke? 
 

LUKE 
(biting his lower lip, 
shrugs) 

Aunt Nancy. 



12. 
 

 
 

7 INT. THE ATTIC / WALKER RESIDENCE - TWILIGHT 7 

 

Outside, the sun is dropping on the horizon. From the only 
window, Walker watches the spectacle nervously smoking a 
cigarette. He keeps a safe distance from the window. 

 

From a small table, he gets a piece of broken MIRROR, 
turns away and positions the mirror so he can see through 
it. 

 

WALKER’S P.O.V. THROUGH THE MIRROR: 
 

The lonely figure stands still, protected by the dim 

light. 
 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

He SIGHS, putting the mirror’s piece back on its place. 
 

WALKER 
(impatient, takes a long 
drag) 

Oh, come on. Still there? 
 

He drops the filter to the floor and gets his cell phone. 
 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
(on the phone, in SPANISH) 

Holla, soy yo. 
(after a beat) 

Remember I said I saw someone 
following me? 

(beat, dropping the bomb) 
Well, they’re just across the 
street waving hello. 

 
 

 

 

END OF ACT ONE 

CUT TO BLACK 

 

ACT TWO 
 

 
 

FADE IN: 
 

 

8 EXT. MAIN STREET / PARK SURROUNDINGS - LATE AFTERNOON 8 
 

The main street leading to the park is large, with a 
regular movement. There are many shops along it. It’s a 
commercial area of Faram. Most shops look old and 
out-of-date. 

 

In the middle of the crowd, we spot Charlie, slowly 
pushing his BIKE on the sidewalk. He’s looking around for 
someone. As he passes by a small old lady (cameo 
appearance of Helen Mirren AGAIN), he stops her and we can 
hear him ASKING ABOUT CATHERINE, though muffled by the 

 

 
(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 13. 
 

 

natural movement on the street. She shakes her head; no, 

she didn’t see her. 

 

Charlie SIGHS and keeps walking slowly. Short after he 
comes to a halt in front of a magazine shop, and looks 
inside it. 

 

INSERT - MAGAZINE SHOP BOARD SIGN 
 

We can read, in elegant typing, the name "DON’S SHOP". 

BACK TO SCENE 

Charlie let his bike leaning on the nearest lamppost and 
WALKS IN the magazine shop. 

 

 

9 INT. DON’S SHOP - CONTINUOUS 9 
 

There is little movement on the shop, and the person 
behind the counter is HIDDEN from us by an open magazine 
with the title "BEYOND", which has as main headline "THE 
TRUTH ABOUT REAL LIFE VAMPIRES", an ugly fanged guy 
portrayed on it. 

 

Charlie goes to the counter, smiling smugly. 
 

CHARLIE 
(I-want-to-piss-someone-off) 

Don’s boy? 
 

DONNIE (O.S.) 
(behind the magazine) 

For god’s sake, Charlie, don’t 
call me that! 

 

Donnie finally LOWERS the magazine, revealing blood-shot 
eyes and dark circles under them. He’s completely drained. 

 

CHARLIE 
(mockingly, grins) 

Good afternoon for you too, 
Donnie! 

(beat, looks at Donnie’s 
face) 

Wow. What a night, hun? 
 

Donnie SIGHS and drops the magazine on the counter, 
leaning his head on it, defeated and tired. The left side 
of his face is SMASHED against the glass counter. 

 

DONNIE 
I am crushed. Your sister may 
have disappeared from social 
circles, but she e-mails me every 
day with lessons. Chem, Math and 
Literature. 

 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 14. 
 
 

 

CHARLIE 
(frowning) 

Literature? 
 

Donnie GETS UP from his leaned position and looks at 
Charlie. 

 

DONNIE 
(whispers terrified) 

It’s almost like profiling, 
Charlie, profiling! Get in the 
killer’s head... I mean, the 
writer’s head! I’m telling you, 
it’s a nightmare! I AM having 
nightmares! 

 

A 14-year-old BOY approaches the counter with a bunch of 
Graphic Novels, handing Donnie the money. He glances at 
the prices, looks at the money and hands his change. That 
fast. 

 

Charlie just watches him. 
 

DONNIE 
Thanks, Blake. 

(turns to Charlie) 

So where were we? 

 

CHARLIE 
(confused) 

How can you calculate his change 
so easily and can’t interpret a 
poem? 

 

DONNIE 
(shrugs) 

Catherine blames the system. I 
blame the genetics. And there are 
some that even blame my taste in 

music and movies. 
 

Charlie laughs. 
 

CHARLIE 
Talking about Catherine, haven’t 
you seen her around? 

 

Donnie ponders a little and raises one eyebrow, confused. 
 

DONNIE 
No, I’m afraid not. Why? 

 

CHARLIE 
She left the morgue before four 
o’clock with no explanations, and 
her cell phone is dead. 

(MORE) 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 15. 
 

 
 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
       (beat) 
I looked everywhere: the park, 
Faram’s library, at home, Caseiro 
restaurant and all the bars in 
town. She’s just gone. 

 

DONNIE 
Call Mulder. 

 

That makes Charlie cocks his head, confused. Donnie points 
to the wall behind him: a small X-FILES POSTER, asking for 
a THIRD MOVIE is there, showing the duo Mulder and Scully. 

 

Charlie EXHALES and his mood grow serious. 

Long beat here. 

CHARLIE 
I think she’ll never be used to 
have a family around. 

(beat) 
She thinks she doesn’t need to 
tell anyone where she is, or when 
she’ll be back... She thinks 
there’s no one to worry about 
her. 

 

Beat, as Donnie frowns at him. 
 

DONNIE 
It always takes at least two days 
until my parents realise I’m not 
around, Charlie. 

(beat) 
Being used or not, she’s lucky. 

 

Charlie doesn’t seem convinced though, and stares once 
more at the X-Files poster in the lack of anything better 

to do. 
 

 
10 INT. BEDROOM / LUKE FOY’S RESIDENCE - NIGHT 10 

 

The bedroom is dark, the blinds are closed and there is 
only one lampshade on. In the middle of the bedroom, the 
bed with its covers in disarray. Luke sleeps naked on it. 

 

From an adjoining DOOR (the BATHROOM), Catherine appears. 
She is fully dressed, though her long curly hair is a 
mess. 

 

She gets her purse, dropped on one corner, takes her 
pumps, lying by the door, and stands by the foot of the 
bed, looking at the sleeping figure of her lover for a 
while. 

 

She shakes her head disapprovingly and turns, LEAVING. 



16. 
 

 
 

11 EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING / STREET - CONTINUOUS 11 

 

Catherine LEAVES Luke’s apartment building (a modicum 
five-storey building, 1920’s style) walking towards her 
Red Beetle parked just across the street, which is 
composed mainly by small buildings like Luke’s. The area 
looks older than Almas St, and is very dirty and gloomy. 
When Catherine reaches her Beetle, we hear a SCREAM: 

 

YOUNG GIRL (O.S.) 
(in agony, heartbreaking) 

NO! Please! PLEASE, DON’T!!! 
 

Catherine freezes and desperately looks around. 
 

YOUNG GIRL (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
NO!!! PLEASE, NO! SOMEBODY 
HELP!!! 

 

She finally realises from where the screams are coming 
from: the alley between Luke’s building and another. 

 

Catherine RUNS to that direction. She surprises us when 
she PULLS OUT a small GUN from her purse when getting to 
the alley’s entrance. Her grip on it shows her familiarity 
with the weapon -- which makes us wonder... 

 

What she sees leaves her pale and wide-eyed. 

CATHERINE’S POV: 

Two huge white MEN pin a 13-year-old BLACK GIRL to the far 

wall. She squirms in agony, blood coming out of her mouth. 
One man (FAT, RED MUSTACHE, has a SCAR next to his left 
eyebrow), HITS the girl on the head, making her SPILLS 
more blood. She CRIES OUT even more. Both men grunt and 
laugh at her, rubbing their bodies to hers. 

 

We all know where this will lead. It’s sickening. One 

detail makes the scene a little odd though: all of them 
wear old-fashioned clothes from the 1930’s. 

 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

She looks like she’s about to throw up. Her steady grip on 
the gun falters. She hesitates, and her gaze lingers a 
little too long for someone witnessing this kind of abuse. 

 

CATHERINE 
(holding herself up) 

No...  

(beat) 
No, NO! 

 

WOOSH! They VANISH, blown by an unnatural wind. She bends 
down and THROWS UP. We get to see it all. 

 

 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 17. 
 

 
 

It was a ghost. Yet another ghost. It doesn’t make any 
less sickening, though. She’s breathing heavily and THROWS 
UP some more. 

 

When she’s done, she kneels and hides her face on her 
hands. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 

(crying hard) 
No, no... I can’t take this 
anymore... Not anymore... 

 

She sobs, defeated. Getting up, takes two steps away from 

her own vomit just to FALL to the ground once more. 
 

 
12 INT. LIVING ROOM / WALKER RESIDENCE - NIGHT 12 

 

The room is lit only by the streetlights. Walker sits 
alone on the sofa. His figure stands out in the darkness 
only because of the burning dot of his lit cigarette. 

 

The large windows across from him give plenty of view. 

WALKER’S P.O.V.: 

As before, a dark silhouette stands on the nearer corner. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Walker looks at the grandfather’s clock. It says 1:10. He 

rubs his face and drops his lighted cigarette on an 
ashtray dangerously balanced at the sofa’s arm. 

 

WALKER’S P.O.V.: 
 

A car’s headlights LIGHTS UP the corner the Black Man is 
standing. Surprise, surprise: the Black Man is WALKING 
AWAY! 

 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

He GETS UP hurriedly and RUNS to the front door, cursing. 
 

 

13 EXT. ALMAS STREET - CONTINUOUS 13 
 

We have a TIGHT SHOT as we FOLLOW Walker. He JUMPS the 
front steps to get faster to the street. He also JUMPS the 
small picket gate, and by the time he reaches the street, 
the same car that had lighted up the corner CROSS THE 
FRAME and almost HITS him! 

 

WIDER. The car is actually Catherine’s RED BEETLE! She 
stares wide-eyed at Walker, who resumes RUNNING as soon as 
the shock fades. 

 

 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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There’s no one on the corner when he gets there though. He 

bends down, hands on knees, catching his breath. Catherine 
has already climbed out of the car, carrying a PLASTIC 
BAG. 

 

CATHERINE 
(walks towards him, pissed) 

Are you fucking out of your 
mind?! 

 

Walker straightens up and TURNS to her. 
 

WALKER 
(breathing heavily) 

I’m sorry. 
 

He turns away from her once more. Beat. 
 

CATHERINE 
 

(what-the-hell-were-you-doing) 
So. It’s one o’clock in the 
morning. 

 

As he remains silent, she SNORTS and TURNS AWAY. 
 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
Whatever. 

 

WALKER 
(grabbing her by the wrist) 

Wait, Catherine! Didn’t you see-- 
 

CATHERINE 
(brushing him off violently) 

HEY! Don’t you fucking touch me! 
 

Her reaction is way too exaggerated to what he did, and 
that leaves him a bit scared. She crosses her arms 

defensively. 
 

CATHERINE 
(a little embarrassed) 

And it’s Parker. 
 

WALKER 
I just want to ask you something. 

 

CATHERINE 
Then ask. 

 

Walker looks at her and what she is carrying. It’s a 

bottle of something. 

 

He leans on one of their neighbour’s white picket fence, 
taking from his jacket’s pocket a lighter and a pack of 
cigarettes. He takes one cig and LIGHTS IT UP. 

 
 

 
(CONTINUED) 
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WALKER 
(pointing to the cigarette) 

Do you mind? 
 

Catherine shrugs. He takes a long drag. 
 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
(letting the smoke out) 

Didn’t you see a man standing 
here? 

 

CATHERINE 
No, I did not. 

(turns away) 
Have a good night. 

 

WALKER 
(he just won’t let go) 

You sure? Black man, with a hat? 
 

Catherine turns back and squints suspiciously at him. 
 

CATHERINE 
Are you on something? 

 

He takes another drag and exhales between a laughter. 
 

WALKER 
The only drug here is Faram’s 
moroseness. 

 

A sheepish smile plays on her face. He doesn’t see it 
though. 

 

CATHERINE 
And you’re here only for two 
weeks. Wait to see what happens 
after a whole fucking year. 

 

WALKER 
God, don’t even joke about it. 

 

Catherine SIGHS very self-consciously. Walker notices that 
and looks intrigued at her. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
(puzzled, taking another 
drag) 

But Faram is your home, isn’t it? 
 

CATHERINE 
Faram? Home? 

(beat, horrified) 
God, no. 

 

 
 
 

 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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WALKER 
Oh. I thought, you know, that you 
lived here since always, spending 
your childhood in this perfect 
little neighbourhood... 

 

CATHERINE 
Trust me, my childhood was 
anything but perfect. 

 

WALKER 
Then where? 

 

CATHERINE 
Where what? 

 

WALKER 
(shrugs) 

Your hometown. 
 

Catherine gives him a "why do you bother" look. He shrugs, 
and after a beat, she gives in. 

 

CATHERINE 
Stone Falls. 

 

He COUGHS compulsively, wide-eyed. 
 
 

 
 
 

Beat. 

WALKER 
You’re kidding! Me too! 

 

CATHERINE 
I honestly hope this is not your 
pick-up line. 

 

WALKER 
No, I’m serious. I’m from Stone 
Falls too. Even after we moved, 
mom would take me there on 
summer... 

 

Catherine just won’t buy this and looks him skeptically. 
But as Walker starts talking, her expression gradually 
changes to one of deep interest. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
Look, after the Red Mill there’re 
the summerhouses and the Stone 
River. There’s this huge dead 
tree on its shore. We called it 
"Twintree" because its trunk 
bifurcates, as if it was a 
Siamese twin. It has two tire 
swings on it, where we kids 
played. 

 

 

(CONTINUED) 
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Catherine is gaping at him, expressionless, lost in 
thought. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
You remember that, don’t you? 

 

CATHERINE 
(shaking her head 
confusedly) 

I... No. 
 

WALKER 
Didn’t your mom take you there? 

 

She laughs nervously and shakes her head. 
 

CATHERINE 
She died when I was born, but my 
father, he... I don’t remember. 

 

WALKER 
(unaware of her situation) 

Well, then he didn’t, because 
that place is unforgettable. 

(beat) 
You lived at town center or in 
one of those summer houses? There 
were a lot of people living in 
their summerhouses, remember? 

 

Her eyes fill with unshed tears as she lets out a BITTER 
LAUGHTER. She takes a BOTTLE OF WINE out of the plastic 
bag and starts working on the CORK. Anger hides her 
desperation. 

 

CATHERINE 

(fights the cork) 
No, I don’t remember... I don’t 
fucking remember!... Anything! 

 

She is REALLY putting all her might (and anger, and 
frustration) on that task. Realising her nervousness, 
Walker finally let his forgotten cigarette falls to the 
ground. 

 
 

 
 

Hey! 

WALKER 
(JERKS the bottle from her) 

 

Blinded by her anger, she tries to get it back from him. 
 

WALKER (CONT’D) 

HEY! Calm down! 

 

She finally goes back to herself, shaking. He hesitates, 
realising that maybe there’s something really wrong. 

 

 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 22. 
 
 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
Maybe you were too young to 
remember... 

 

She shakes her head nervously. 
 

CATHERINE 
(angry, not looking up) 

No. Not that young. 
 

She RUBS her eyes once more and then glances at Walker. 
 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
I’m sorry. 

(beat, whispers bitterly) 
I’m just a fucking "sick little 
girl". 

 

She let out a laugh. Walker is wisely quiet and she looks 
him sideways. Shame is all over her face. Long beat. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
(The Art of Denial) 

Can you open that bottle or what? 
 

It takes him two seconds to finally starts working on the 

cork, easily OPENING it. Walker hands the bottle to her. 

 

An awkward silence sets between the two of them. Finally, 
Catherine exhales and starts walking away. 

 

WALKER 
Catherine--- 

 

 
Goodnight. 

CATHERINE 

(beat, her back turned to 
him) 

If I need more info about 

this...? 
 

WALKER 
I’m just across the street. 

 

That makes her nod and walk away. Walker remains still, 
thoughtful. He shakes his head and, finally and slowly, he 
too walks to his own temporary home. 

 
 

 

 

END OF ACT TWO 

FADE OUT 

 

ACT THREE 
 

 
 

FADE IN: 
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14 INT. CASEIRO RESTAURANT - MIDDAY 14 

 

Charlie drums his fingers on the table’s surface. A SMALL 
WHITE BOX, with a pretty red ribbon, lies beside his 
elbow. When the door is OPEN, he straightens up to see 
Catherine COMING IN. As she walks in his direction, he 
grins. 

 

CATHERINE 

(sitting down) 
Sorry, we had a problem with that 
prehistoric equipment today. 

 

CHARLIE 
(smiling) 

It’s okay. 
(beat) 

I’m glad you asked for this 
lunch, we don’t do that enough. 

 

She faces him sternly. He grins at her. We can sense 
complete opposite feelings here. 

 

CATHERINE 
I need to talk to you. 

 

CHARLIE 
(cheerful) 

Yeah, me too! If you hadn’t 
talked about lunch I’d suggest 
dinner. 

 

That makes her frowns. Charlie’s smile only gets broader. 
 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
Today is the day! 

 

This makes no sense to her. Charlie glances to the wrapped 
box by his elbow, attracting Catherine’s attention. 

 

She raises one eyebrow. He PUSHES it in her direction. 
 

CATHERINE 
(mocking ironically) 

I can’t fucking imagine how you 
could’ve mistaken my birthday, 
Charlie! It’s the same as yours, 
remember? We’re twins. 

 

CHARLIE 
(sarcastic) 

Ha-ha. 
(beat) 

Today is July 27th. Found You 
Anniversary, clown. Do you 
remember? 

(beat, fondly) 

(MORE) 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
Five years since we found each 
other again. 

 

That melts anyone’s heart. Her initial sternness fades and 
she looks a bit embarrassed. She picks up her present. 

 

CATHERINE 
You never gave me a present 
before. 

 

CHARLIE 
I feel richer this year. 

 

They LAUGH and exchange fond gazes. 
 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
So what is that you wanted to 
talk about? 

 

She let go of the box and gets uncomfortable. She picks up 
the MENU that was lying between them, hiding her face. 

 

CATHERINE 
(evasive) 

Can we eat first? I’m starving. 
 

 

15 EXT. MAIN STREET / SURROUNDINGS OF THE PARK - NOON 15 

 

PAN AROUND, showing the street’s surroundings. People 
walking around. Cars passing by. Diners and shops. All 
every-day routine. 

 

A figure wearing a BROWN LEATHER JACKET CROSSES THE FRAME, 
with his back to us. 

 

FLASH! 
 

Our perspective changes to FACE THE MAN. It’s Walker, 
CAMERA in hands, same old X-Files t-shirt. He just took a 
picture, and now lowers the camera to see the final 
result. 

 

INSERT - CAMERA’S SCREEN 
 

A black man, in his mid-forties wearing regular clothes, 
talks on the cell phone. The picture is very professional. 

 

BACK TO SCENE 

 

Walker lifts his head and looks around, searching for more 

targets. Someone O.S. attracts his attention, and he goes 
to the other sidewalk. He stands in front of DON’S SHOP 
now. 

 

FLASH! 
 

 
(CONTINUED) 
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INSERT - CAMERA’S SCREEN 
 

Another black man, in his sixties, sits on a bench. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Walker observes the man a while longer. 

WALKER’S POV: 

The black man opens his arms to someone O.S., and we 

finally see a LITTLE BOY running to him and hugging him 
tight. 

 

LITTLE BOY 

Grandpa! I missed you! 
 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

Walker shakes his head. 

 

WALKER 
(mumbling quietly) 

I’m getting paranoid. 
 

He looks around once more and doesn’t see anyone he’d like 
to photograph. Out of curiosity, he looks the shop-window. 

 

INSERT - SHOP-WINDOW: 
 

Among many magazines about celebrities and economics, 
there is one type of that stands out: paranormal tabloids. 
Titles such as "THE PARANORMAL RESEARCHER", "(UN)SEEN 
WORLD", "BEYOND" and "GHOSTS & US" have a special place on 
it. 

 

The most curious thing though is that all of them have 
headlines such as "FARAM’S SPOT: THE PARANORMAL VORTEX" or 
"FARAM PHENOMENA EXPLAINED". 

 

Weird. 
 

BACK TO SCENE 
 

Walker FROWNS, gaping at the magazines. 
 

VOICE (O.S.) 
Faram can be a very creepy place. 

 

Walker straightens up to find DONNIE leaning on the door 
ajar, with his hands in his pockets, looking very smug. 

 

He looks back at the magazines. Donnie smiles smugly. 
 

DONNIE 
We have air conditioning. 

 

Walker grins. 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 
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WALKER 
That is definitely tempting. 

 

Donnie nods and GETS IN. Walker glances once more to the 
magazines, then to the street, considering the invite, and 
finally GETS IN too. 

 

 
16 INT. CASEIRO RESTAURANT - NOON 16 
 

There are only empty dirty plates in front of Catherine 
and Charlie. He eats ice cream, a HUGE ice cream. She 
plays with the rest of her salad, distracted. 

 

CHARLIE 
I don’t know if it’s because it’s 
Brazilian, but they have the best 
ice cream in town. 

 

Her smile to that is not even close to cheerful. He 
notices that, but just frowns. His attention wanders to 
the still very wrapped present. 

 

CHARLIE 
(pointing it with his spoon) 

You not going to open it? 
 

She smiles weakly, but doesn’t move. With that, he 
realises something is not right. 

 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
(pushing his ice cream away) 

What did you want to talk about? 
 

She EXHALES and averts his gaze, uncomfortable. 
 

CATHERINE 
(sighing) 

Sometimes don’t you wish that 

things were different? 
 

Charlie don’t get it. She SHRUGS. 
 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
It’s just this routine. I hate 
it. 

 

CHARLIE 
Cathy... Today it’s not only 
Found You day -- it’s been also 
five years since we met Aunt 
Nancy. 

 

CATHERINE 
But less than two since I’ve been 
actually living in this shithole. 

(beat) 

(MORE) 
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CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
College is different from small 
town routine... I’m not used to 
this. Life before was never... 

 

The end of her sentence hangs heavily in the air. 
 

CHARLIE 
(knowing he’s right) 

Never that easy. 
 

She SIGHS and LAUGHS, in a self-depreciating way. 
 

CATHERINE 
Yeah. Never that fucking easy. 

 

CHARLIE 
And what’s wrong with easy? 
What’s wrong with it? Haven’t we 
had enough thrills for one life? 
You want to live alone on the 
streets again? 

 

That makes Catherine ticks. 
 

CATHERINE 

Fuck you, Charlie! 

 

People around them TURN to look at her. She swallows hard 
and holds herself up. Catherine’s next words are softer. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
I didn’t mean that! I mean... Why 
do we stay here, in Faram, when 
out there, somewhere... 

 

Her sentence fades away, but Charlie catches up 
immediately. 

 

CHARLIE 
Oh, tell me this is not about 
dad. 

 

CATHERINE 
Yes, Charlie, this is precisely 
about Dad. 

 

CHARLIE 
I thought we were done with this! 

 

CATHERINE 
We’ll never be "done" with it if 
we don’t look for a fucking 
ANSWER. 

 

 
 
 

 
 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 28. 
 

 
 

CHARLIE 
Don’t give me this shit, Cathy. 
As far as I’m concerned, you’re 
the one who has some big trouble 
in coping with the past... 

 

CATHERINE 
Well, it looks like it runs in 
the family! 

 

Long beat. He slouches down in his chair and looks away. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 

(soft) 
We’re not a real family, Charlie. 
This make-believe story with Aunt 
Nancy one day will come to an 
end. It doesn’t matter if we’re 
great pretenders, it’ll end some 
time. 

(beat) 
I am not happy with it, and I 
know you feel the same. The only 
person who is happy with this 
shit is Aunt Nancy, and she 
doesn’t know our past... She 
wasn’t even there. 

 

CHARLIE 
So what are you saying? You want 
to go out in the world screaming 
to Heavens about dad? 

 

CATHERINE 
Yeah, I think you could say that. 

 

CHARLIE 
(cynical, provoking) 

You plan in looking for Rick too? 
 

The question seems to hit Catherine in the face. Ouch. 
 

CATHERINE 
(pissed) 

Oh, no, Charlie. No no no no. 
Don’t go there. Don’t even 
fucking start with me! 

 

CHARLIE 
He’s our older brother, you 
wanting or not! He’s there, in 
the "past" too, isn’t he? Richard 
is another question that must be 
ANSWERED, right? 
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CATHERINE 
He ABANDONED us. He left us! 
That’s all we need to know. I 
don’t give a shit about anything 
else. 

(beat) 
And don’t change the subject, I’m 
talking about dad here! 

 

CHARLIE 
Funny how you’re so selective 
about the past. 

 

She EXHALES tiredly, shaking her head disapprovingly. 
 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
Cathy, please, leave the past in 
the past! 

 

CATHERINE 
But we can’t just put it on a box 
and throw it away, Charlie! 

 

Beat. Charlie looks puzzled at his twin sister. 
 

CHARLIE 
Where did all this talk come 
from, anyway? 

 

Catherine SIGHS and looks him sideways. Long beat. 
 

CATHERINE 
I can’t remember anything, 
Charlie. 

(beat) 
I can’t remember anything. And 
it’s not only about those three 
days, lost in the woods... It’s 
about everything. 

 

CHARLIE 

Cathy, please... 

 

CATHERINE (whispers 
urgently) 

No, you fucking listen to me! 
What was our house like? What did 
dad work with? Did we have 
friends? How was our life in 
Stone Falls? 

(beat, breathes in) 
I don’t remember, Charlie. The 
only thing I remember is you and 
me playing on a backyard. 
Sometimes I have flashes of me 
and Dad, or even me and Richard, 
but... I don’t see the whole 

(MORE) 
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CATHERINE (CONT’D) 

picture of it. My life is only 

clear to me after dad disappeared 
and we were split up... after I 

started living with foster 
families. It’s as if most of my 

memories of Stone Falls didn’t 

belong to me. 
 

Charlie makes an attempt to talk, but Catherine goes on, 
ignoring him. 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) And 
I’m not talking about suppressed 

memories, I’m talking about 
memories that aren’t there. It 
doesn’t matter how deep I 
look, they’re not there for me to 
find. 

 

He RUBS his face nervously and exhales. He’s the 
definition of the word "uncomfortable". 

 

CHARLIE 
We were too young, Cathy, you-- 

 

CATHERINE 
No! You know this isn’t true. We 
were eight when Dad was gone. 
EIGHT, Charlie. 

(beat, whispers) 
What do you remember of Stone 
Falls? 

 

CHARLIE 
(whispers, holding himself 
up) 

Damn it, Cathy. 
 

CATHERINE 
(whispers) 

We should look for dad. As far as 
we know, he’s alive. If we find 
him, he can expla--- 

 

CHARLIE 
(getting up violently) 

DAMN IT, CATHY! 
 

The sudden burst makes her JUMPS UP. The people around 
them all LOOK UP at him, who leans to Catherine over the 
table, ignoring his unwanted audience. 

 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
(whispers) 

Don’t DO that to you! Don’t do 
that to ME! Just... forget about 
it. 

 

 

(CONTINUED) 
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Catherine straightens up and looks him sternly, though 

despair starts setting on her face. 

 

CATHERINE 
(whispers back) 

Didn’t you hear a word I said? 
Didn’t you hear me? I. Forgot. 
THAT is the problem. 

(beat) 
This is about me. About my past, 
about my fucking life. Whatever 
happened, its ghosts won’t leave 
me alone. They want me to 
remember, Charlie. I want to 
remember. 

 

Charlie LOWERS his head tiredly. 
 

CHARLIE 
The problem, Catherine, is that 
not everything is about you. 

 

Catherine stares at him, confused and hurt. 
 

CATHERINE 
What... do you mean? 

(beat) 
What you’re not telling me? 

 

He averts her eyes and remains silent. She pierces him 
with her gaze, but he won’t give in. She SHAKES her head. 
Slowly, she GETS UP, ready to leave. 

 

CHARLIE 
Cathy---  

 

CATHERINE 
No. We’re done. Thanks for your 
time... and happy Found You day. 

 

She LEAVES. 

Beat. 

He SMACKS the table, furious. Then, he gets up hurriedly 

and asks for the check, already going to the door. 
 

EXTREME CLOSE UP: 
 

The small wrapped box lies forgotten on the table. 
Suddenly, SOMEONE’s hand SNATCHES it away. Who would it 
be? 

 
 

 

END OF ACT THREE 

ACT FOUR 

FADE OUT 
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FADE IN: 
 

 

17 INT. DON’S MAGAZINE SHOP - LATE AFTERNOON 17 
 

EXTREME CLOSE UP: 

 

An open magazine cover. Its name is THE PARANORMAL 
RESEARCHER, and the main headline is FARAM: GHOSTS, 
APPARITIONS AND OTHER PHENOMENA IN THE SMALL TEXAN TOWN. 

 

WIDER: We get to see who is reading it. It’s Walker, very 
interested. He frowns and squints his eyes as he reads on. 

 

EVEN WIDER: We see his surroundings: he sits on the floor 
in a corner of the shop. His camera lies on his lap, 
forgotten. 

 

Donnie’s LEGS appear. He swings back and forth, 
hesitantly. Finally, he CROUCHES beside Walker. 

 

WALKER 
(wide-eyed, focused on the 
magazine) 

I can’t believe this happens 
here. 

 

DONNIE 
Every ghost hunter and researcher 
stops by Faram to take a look 
around. Everyone in this town has 
already seen a ghost of some 
kind, and it’s not a case of mass 
panic. 

(beat) 
When the city was founded back in 
the 1800’s, the villagers saw 
Indian apparitions every day. 

 

Walker narrows his eyes to Donnie’s smug face. 
 

WALKER 
(sarcastic) 

Don’t tell me Faram was built 
over Indian’s sacred ground. 

 

DONNIE 
No. It was built over a 
battlefield. They had to kill the 
whole tribe to settle down here. 
If that’s sacred, I don’t know. 

(beat) 
It sounds more demoniac than 
sacred to me. 

 

Beat. Walker looks at the magazine. Donnie looks at him. 

(CONTINUED) 
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DONNIE (CONT’D) 
You’re the Walker guy from DC, 
aren’t you? 

 

Walker looks suspiciously at the boy. 
 

DONNIE (CONT’D) 
The one Catherine picked up in 
Roswell? 

 
 

 

Why? 

Donnie shrugs. 

WALKER 

(suspicious) 

 

DONNIE 
At first I thought you were one 
of those interested in Faram’s 
ghosts. 

 

DONNIE 
(points to Walker’s camera) 

But you’re not a ghost 
photographer, right? 

 

WALKER 
No.  

 

DONNIE 
And you’re not working on 
anything in ghost-related in 
Faram? 

 
 

 
 
 

Beat. 

 
Nope. 

WALKER 

 

Donnie wears his best I’m-just-an-innocent-boy face, but 
Walker is not buying it. 

 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
How you said your name was? 

 

TLING! 
 

The shop’s door FLUNG OPEN, tinkling the small BELL above 
it. Donnie smiles lamely and gets up, walking O.S. 

 

We STAY ON Walker, distrust in his eyes, as he watches. 
 

DONNIE (O.S.) 
Evening, Mr. Cliquot. What it’ll 
be today? 
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18 EXT. CITY PARK - SUNSET 18 

 

The park is now desert. The last children are walking 
away. Catherine sits alone on a swing. 

 

CLOSE UP ON HER. Her expression is one of anger, and she 
grips the swing’s chains with all her might. She stares 
down her knees, unaware of the world. Nevertheless, she 
does hear FOOTSTEPS on the sand as someone approaches her. 

 

Someone’s SHADOW looms over her. 
 

LUKE (O.S.) 
I knew I’d find you here. 

 

We STAY ON Catherine as she speaks, head down. 
 

CATHERINE 
This isn’t a good time Luke. 
Leave me alone. 

 

FOOTSTEPS. Luke CROSSES THE FRAME, getting CLOSER to her. 
 

LUKE 
Bollocks. Never is a good time 
with you, Catherine! You did it 
again, you left without even-- 

 

CATHERINE 
(still with her head down) 

Leave me the fuck alone, Luke! 
 

Beat. Luke’s angry. He retreats though, going O.S. 
 

LUKE (O.S.) 
I’ll leave you, Cat... I’ll leave 
you. I’ll leave you VERY alone. 

 

He’s GONE. After a few seconds, Catherine let go of the 

swing’s chains and brings her hands to her face tiredly, 
sighing. 

 
 

 
 

Why? 

VOICE (O.S.) 
(childish, in agony, weeps) 

 

EXTREME CLOSE UP: 
 

Catherine peers between her fingers, and her eyes widen in 
FEAR. She lets her hands DROPS, staring open-mouthed at 
someone O.S. Her eyes immediately fills with tears, and 
she is completely dumbfounded; so shocked she can’t even 

move, nor scream -- or even cry. 
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19 INT. DON’S MAGAZINE SHOP - SIMULTANEOUSLY 19 

 

Donnie is behind the counter, taking notes of some kind, 
when Walker comes across him and puts a pile of THE 
RESEARCHER MAGAZINES over the counter. The movement makes 
Donnie LOOKS UP at him. 

 

WALKER 
I’m taking these. 

 

The boy glances at the magazines, and then back to Walker. 
 

DONNIE 
Okay. 

 

And starts shuffling through the magazines, counting them. 
 

WALKER 
So this place belongs to your 
father? 

 

DONNIE 
(not looking up) 

Yeah. He makes me work on the 
shop on summers, so I won’t "get 
in any trouble". 

 

WALKER 
As if Faram had any. 

 

Donnie peers up at him. 
 

DONNIE 
You certainly don’t go out much, 
do you? 

 

Walker narrows his eyes to Donnie, who finishes with the 
magazines and hands it over to him. 

 

DONNIE (CONT’D) 
Thirty bucks. 

 

WALKER 
(open mouthed) 

Thirty bucks? 
 

Donnie shrugs. 

 

Walker snorts and searches his pockets. We STAY ON him as 
someone else’s SHOULDER appears by his side. Walker hands 
Donnie the MONEY and looks to the other man. 

 

It’s MR. CLIQUOT, who stares at him. The old man’s blank 
gaze holds on Walker’s face. 

 

Weird vibe here. 
 
 

 
(CONTINUED) 
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Cliquot looks at the magazines Walker is holding. Walker 
gives him a half grin, which Mr Cliquot IGNORES. 

 

DONNIE (CONT’D) 
(checking Cliquot’s 
groceries) 

Eleven dollars, Mr. Cliquot. 
 

Silently, Mr. Cliquot nods and pays for his stuff. 
 

 
Merci. 

MR. CLIQUOT 

 

Donnie TURNS to Walker, who is puzzled by Cliquot’s 

presence. 

 

DONNIE 
(to Walker) 

If you want, I can show you a 
real ghost. 

 

Mr. Cliquot, with his back to the boys, grins discreetly. 
He gets his plastic bag and slowly makes his way to the 
door. 

 

MR. CLIQUOT 
(walking away, in FRENCH) 

The park may have a far more 
interesting view today, young 
Don. 

 

He LEAVES. Donnie’s face is a question mark. Walker, 
though, looks bewildered at the door. 

 

DONNIE 
I hate when he talks to me in 
French. I can only guess. 

 

WALKER 
I know what he said. 

 

DONNIE 
What did he say? 

 

Walker didn’t take his eyes away from the door. Donnie 
frowns. 

 

WALKER 
"The park may have a very 
interesting view today, young 
Don". 

 
 

 
 
 

LONG beat. 

 
Oh. 

DONNIE 

 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 
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They stand still, considering Cliquot’s words. In a SNAP, 
they start moving! Walker gets his CAMERA and his 
magazines, and RUNS for the door. 

 

Donnie hurriedly closes down the cashier and turns off all 
the lights. Walker LEAVES the shop. 

 

DONNIE 
(running) 

Wait up! 
 

He runs to the door, turns the sign to "CLOSED" and 
LEAVES. 

 

 

20 EXT. CITY PARK - CONTINUOUS 20 
 

As before. 
 

EXTREME CLOSE UP: 
 

Catherine, staring open-mouthed to something O.S. The 
blood seems to have been drained from her face. She is in 
a cold sweat. 

WIDER: She is truly, nervously shaking. She cannot move. 

REVERSE ANGLE: A little, dead-like girl stands in front of 
her. It’s no ordinary girl -- it’s CATHY, from the Pilot’s 
teaser. She is soaking wet, her curly hair sticks to her 
face, as if she was immerse not long ago. 

 

She is WEEPING and has the most frightening look on her 
face. She suffers -- suffers too much for a little girl. 

 

CATHY 
(crying hard, sobs) 

Why?  
(takes a step further) 

Why did you forget me? 
 

Cathy cannot speak anymore, her CRY is too hard now. She 
LEANS FORWARD, as if about to fall on her knees. Water 
DRIPS from her curly hair, which cover her face. 

 

Catherine’s eyes fill with tears. She remains still, not 
sure she can get up at all. 

 

CATHERINE 
(nervous, shocked) 

You... can’t... talk to me. 
 

Cathy’s CRY grows even stronger (if that’s possible). 

 

CATHERINE (CONT’D) 
You... can’t be here. 

(nervously) 

(MORE) 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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CATHERINE (CONT’D) (CONT’D) 

You’re... a memory. You’re... 
stuck in time! 

 

As soon as Catherine tries to STAND UP, she FALLS on her 
knees, which finally makes the tears fall down easily. She 
has lost her strength. Both, Catherine and Cathy, cry 
compulsively. The first LOWERS her head and put her hands 
on the GROUND, completely drained. 

 

CATHERINE 
(crying) 

YOU CAN’T BE HERE! 
 

CATHY 
(crying) 

WHY DID YOU FORGET ME? 
 

Catherine SCREAM OUT in agony and FALLS completely to the 
ground, curling up into a fetus-position, as if she’s 
being kicked repeatedly. Cathy takes a STEP FURTHER, 
making Catherine cry even more. 

 

CATHY (CONT’D) 
(crying compulsively) 

Why don’t you remember? 
 

She walks towards Catherine’s curled figure, and KNEELS 
beside her, making Catherine SQUIRMS in agony. 

 

CATHERINE 
(closed eyes, crying) 

YOU CAN’T BE HERE!... 
 

At the same time, 
 

 

21 EXT. ANOTHER AREA OF THE PARK - SIMULTANEOUSLY 21 

 

Walker and Donnie slowly walk about, nearing the stone 
benches. They look around, looking for that ghost. 

 

But then 
 

CATHERINE (O.S.) 

YOU CAN’T BE HERE!... 

 

Catherine’s cry echoes, catching their attention. Donnie 
wide his eyes in fear, and looks at Walker, frozen in 
place due to the frightened (and frightening) scream. 

 

DONNIE 

(whispers) 
Catherine. 

 

Walker frowns, unsure. And then, a HEARTBREAKING SCREAM! 
No need for questioning anymore. Donnie and Walker RUN 
frantically in the direction of her voice. 



39. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

22 

As they reach the 
 

 
EXT. PLAYGROUND / PARK - CONTINUOUS 

 
 
 
 

22 

 
 

Catherine is having a SEIZURE on the sand, twisting 
horribly. The shock is too great to move at first, but 
Walker gets back to himself and RUNS towards her. 

 

 He CROUCHES beside her.  

 

WALKER 
(to Donnie) 

CALL AN AMBULANCE! 
 

Donnie nods and RUNS away! 
 

WALKER 
HEY! What are you-- 

 

DONNIE 
(running, not looking back) 

The hospital is just around the 
corner! 

 

WALKER 

THEN GO FAST! 
(to Catherine) 

Parker. Catherine! 

 

She’s CONVULSING and Walker, with no ceremonies, OPENS her 
mouth and STICKS two fingers inside it, holding her 
tongue. 

 

She continues convulsing for quite some time... Walker is 
nervously trying to hold her, unsuccessfully. Finally, the 
spasms slowly subside. When she calms down, she gasps. 

 

She’s still crying, and looks, puzzled and shocked, at 

him. 
 

WALKER (CONT’D) 
It’s okay. Help is coming... 

 

All she can do is cry and gasp. She looks she’s about to 
throw up. 

 

Walker helps her sit and as she bends to one side, he 
HOLDS her long hair as she vomits... When she is done, she 
leans against him and closes her eyes. 

 

CATHERINE 
(hoarse, whispers weakly) 

Why are you always around when 
these things happens now? 

 

 
 

 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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He has no answer. He just keeps holding her in a sitting 

position, nervously but firmly. In the distance, we can 
hear many FOOTSTEPS and Donnie’s VOICE leading the 
paramedics. 

 

EXTREME CLOSE UP: On CATHERINE. Slowly, Catherine’s 
eyelids droops and we 

 

FADE OUT 
 

We stay OVER BLACK. 
 
We can hear many VOICES ECHOING AND BLENDING -- 
Charlie’s, Walker’s, Nancy’s, unknown voices, all 

talking at the same time, asking about Catherine. 
 
Then, everything goes DEAD SILENT and we 

 

FADE IN: 
 

 

23 INT. HOSPITAL ROOM / FARAM HOSPITAL - LATER 23 
 

EXTREME CLOSE UP: On Catherine. She slowly opens her eyes. 

REVERSE ANGLE: The white ceiling of a hospital room. 

BACK TO CATHERINE: She squints. The light hurts her eyes. 

Sensing something, she TURNS her head to one side. 
 

Charlie is sitting across from her bed. He tries to smile. 
 

 
Hey, Twin. 

CHARLIE 

 

She attempts to smile back, but fails. Slowly, she looks 

around, taking in her surroundings: all white, all 
sterile, wire and beeping machines around her. 

 

Catherine looks back at Charlie, questioning. 
 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
Donnie and that Walker guy 
brought you in. You were 
unconscious and Donnie called me 
right away. 

(smiling) 
Aunt Nancy and I stole Mrs. 
Johnson’s car to get here faster. 

 

Catherine smiles a little. It quickly fades though. 
 

CHARLIE (CONT’D) 
She went home to get your stuff. 
The doctors want you around, they 
want to make some tests... 

 

CATHERINE 
(hoarse) 

I’m seeing them again, Charlie. 
 
 

 

(CONTINUED) 
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CHARLIE 
"Them", Cathy? 

 

She looks at her brother with remorse. 
 

CATHERINE 
(hoarse, whispers) 

I’ve told you already. 
(beat) 

The ghosts. The memory ghosts. 
 

CHARLIE 
(skeptic) 

Ghosts. 
 

CATHERINE 

(hoarse, whispers) 
Charlie... 

 

CHARLIE 
Why this again? 

 

CATHERINE 
(hoarse, whispers) 

When I found you, the visions 
magically vanished. I thought I 

was cured. I thought it had 
something to do with the fact 
that I had finally found you... 
found my family. 

(beat, breaths in) 
But now it’s back, as magically 
as when it was gone... But 
something is different. 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: "Turn to stone", Ingrid Michaelson. 

Charlie’s eyes shows that he doesn’t understand. 
Catherine’s pleas for some understanding. 

 

The door is FLUNG OPEN and a Doctor, followed by a Nurse, 
GETS IN, talking medicine with Catherine. She is not 
paying attention, though: she is focused on Charlie, who 
GETS UP from his seat. 

 

In SLOW MO, we see as he is brushed off by the nurse, 
never breaking eye contact with his sister, until the door 
is CLOSED on him. 

 

HOLD ON CATHERINE. Her eyes won’t leave the door. 
 

DISSOLVE TO: 



42. 
 

 
 

24 EXT. ALMAS ST / WALKER HOUSE - SIMULTANEOUSLY 24 

 

Walker slowly makes his way to house nº317. He looks 
tired. 

 

LYRICS: Let’s go to sleep with clearer heads/ and hearts 
too big to fit our beds/ and maybe we won’t feel so alone 
/ before we turn to stone. 

 

When he gets to the Walker’s mailbox, he sees it’s 
SIGNALED. Slowly, he OPENS it and takes one small FOLDED 
PAPER CARD. Curiously, he unfolds it. 

 

INSERT - PAPER CARD 
 

Two single words, written in a typing machine: FOUND YOU. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Walker bites his lower lip, concerned. He TURNS AROUND, 

walking in a fast pace, AWAY from the house. 
 

DISSOLVE TO: 
 

 

25 INT. DONNIE’S BEDROOM - SIMULTANEOUSLY 25 
 

Donnie sits in his bed with his laptop in front of him. 
Its screen is the only source of light inside the room, so 
we don’t get to see much of his bedroom. 

 

He wears glasses, which reflects the screen, so we don’t 
see his eyes. He frowns though, one hand on his chin. 

 

LYRICS: And if you wait for someone else’s hand / you’ll 
surely fall down / and if you wait for someone else’s hand 
/ you’ll fall, you’ll fall... 

 

INSERT - LAPTOP’S SCREEN 

 

A search engine. He types: WALKER MICHAEL, PHOTOGRAPHER 
DC. 

 

DISSOLVE TO: 
 

 

26 INT. PARKER RESIDENCE / KITCHEN - SIMULTANEOUSLY 26 
 

Aunt Nancy sips her tea from expensive china, very calmly. 
She sits across the table. Her teacup is not the only one 
on the table, though, but we cannot see who is there with 
her. 

 

We STAY ON Aunt Nancy throughout the talk. 
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AUNT NANCY Things are 
getting out of control. I don’t 
know how to explain what 
happened to her... She never had 
anything since I’m taking care 
of her. I’ve been cautious. I’ve 
always been cautious. You know. 

 

WOMAN (O.S.) 
(weak voice) 

I know, Nancy. I know. 
 

AUNT NANCY 
Maybe it’s time to warn the 
Physis Council and the Gentleman 
as well. 

 

We PAN AROUND, to show the other person. And there, 
sitting across from Nancy, we finally have a good look at 
BETTY WALKER. Yes, the small old lady, smiling kindly at 
us. 

 

BETTY 
(frowning, unsure) 

Yeah...They helped us, didn’t 
they? 

 

MUSIC LYRICS: "Brother how we must atone/ before we 
turn..." 

 

AUNT NANCY 

(sighing) 
They did, my dear. They did. 

(beat, dark) 
We cannot lose sight of her 
again. 

 

Both of them look down the table. Slowly, we ZOOM IN on it 
-- between their teacups, lies Catherine’s BLUE NOTEBOOK. 

 

FADE OUT 
 

MUSIC LYRICS: "...to stone" 
 

END OF EPISODE 


