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EXT/BRIDGE/DAY

Cars travel across a highway bridge over the Mississippi River from Louisiana into Vicksburg, Mississippi..  The sun  shines brightly, but storm clouds are gathering beyond the city in the east.  A champagne colored Lexus moves across the bridge toward Vicksburg and the brewing storm.


INT/DIANNE’S CAR/DAY


DIANNE GRANGER and her son COREY GRANGER are in the front seat of


the Lexus.  Dianne is driving.  She is a very pretty blonde in her mid-thirties.


Corey is eleven, a quiet little boy who is engrossed in a Nintendo Gameboy

A mixed breed terrier, ALFIE, peers over Corey’s shoulder from the 


back seat.







DIANNE





Corey, I wish you’d show some interest in 





this trip.  We’re passing over the Mississippi





River.  Aren’t you even going to look at it?


Corey glances out the window and then returns to his game.







COREY





Yeah, Mom, it’s cool.







DIANNE





I hope you’re not going to act this way when





we get to Old Oak.







COREY





What way?







DIANNE





Acting as if you’re bored with everything.







COREY





I’m not acting.  I am bored.  I wanted to go to 





the Grand Canyon.  What’s exciting about an





old plantation in Mississippi?







DIANNE





Well, your uncle lives there.  It’s part of your





heritage.







COREY





But I barely know him.  And I didn’t like 

him when I met him at Dad’s funeral.



DIANNE

Then it’ll be good for you to get to know him.

He’s your only blood kin on your father’s

side of the family.


Corey shrugs and directs his attention back to Nintendo.







DIANNE (CONTD)





And the history of the place!  Old Oak plantation

was built before the Civil War.  Battles were 

fought near there.  Think of all the fascinating





people who lived there who were your 





ancestors.  Think of the colorful lives they led.

 


It must have been glorious!







COREY





Mom, I think you’ve seen “Gone with the Wind”





too many times.  Think about those slaves who





had to do all the work and how mistreated





they were.  I know some history, too.  I bet those

slaves didn’t think Old Oak was so glorious.


Dianne looks surprised.  Alfie barks as if to back up Corey’s argument.







DIANNE





Oh, well, if I can’t drum up any enthusiasm in





you  two, I’ll just enjoy myself.  It’s a beautiful





day.  Even you must admit that.


Corey leans forward and squints through the windshield at the distant clouds.







COREY





Want to bet?


EXT/RURAL ROAD/DAY


Booming claps of thunder resound as the Lexus moves slowly down a rural


highway lined with trees and overhung with limbs.  Rain spatters the ground


and quickly develops into a deluge.


INT/DIANNE’S CAR/NIGHT


Dianne holds a crumpled map in one hand and steers the car with the other as


she attempts to see through a windshield obscured by torrents of rain.  Corey


strains forward for a better view of the road ahead.







DIANNE





I can’t see a thing!  How could it rain so





hard so suddenly?







COREY





I guess it’s one of the features of the glorious





South.







DIANNE





We must have missed the turn-off.  We’ve





gone too far already.







COREY





I think I see a road.  Yeah, I do!  Just ahead





on the right.  See the break in the trees?







DIANNE





No.  Yes!  Yes, I see it now.


EXT/RURAL ROAD/NIGHT


The Lexus turns off the highway onto a gravel road.  Lightning flashes and


thunder rumbles as the downpour of rain continues unabated.  The Lexus


proceeds cautiously down the gravel road, leaving the highway behind.


INT/DIANNE’S CAR/NIGHT


Dianne wears a look of growing dismay.  A flash of lightning reveals that 

the car is approaching a solid wall of trees.  Dianne stops the car and sighs.







DIANNE





This road is a dead end.


Corey looks around apprehensively.  







COREY





Mom, we’re in a graveyard.







DIANNE





How can you tell?







COREY





I don’t know how I know.  But I know this is





a graveyard.


EXT/CEMETERY/NIGHT


Flashes of lightning disclose tombstones surrounding the Lexus as the storm


continues to rage.


INT/DIANNE’S CAR/NIGHT


Dianne wipes condensation from the driver’s window.  She peers outside and


then turns to gaze curiously at Corey.







DIANNE





You’re right.  We’re smack dab in the middle of 





a cemetery.


The pouring rain slackens and soon subsides to a sprinkle, making it possible


to see through the windshield.







COREY





The rain.  It’s stopping.


Alfie suddenly raises up from the back seat and growls.







COREY (CONT’D)





What’s the matter, boy?  You scared of





dead people?







DIANNE





Well, we found our way in here.  I guess we





can find our way out.


Dianne rolls down her window to get a better look at the road.  When the 

window is halfway down, Dianne turns to look out.  Suddenly, WILLIE’s face appears at the window.  Willie is an old man whose face seems to have been sliced in half down the middle and sewn up again unevenly.  The dashboard lights cast an eerie glow that enhances the alarming aspect of Willie’s frightening appearance.  Dianne screams, Corey yells, and Alfie barks.  Willie grins, and his smile has the unfortunate effect of making his appearance even more grotesque.







WILLIE





Skeered you, huh?  Y’all lost?


EXT/CEMETERY/NIGHT


Willie crouches beside the driver window of the Lexus.  Although the rain


has slackened considerably, the ominous rumbling of thunder continues, and


lightning occasionally illuminates the tombstones surrounding the car.







DIANNE





Yes, we’re looking for Old Oak.  It’s an inn 





that used to be a plantation.







WILLIE





You’re on the proppity now!  This here’s Old





Oak cemetery.  The house is through that path





over yonder.


Willie gestures away from the car toward the woods at the edge of the cemetery.


Dianne squints, trying to see where Willie is pointing.







DIANNE





Can we drive through there?







WILLIE





Shoot naw!


Willie turns his head and spits.  He straightens up and points toward the road.







WILLIE (CONTD)





That path ain’t fer cars!  Y’all gotta go back

to the highway and take the next road.  That’ll

getcha to the house.



DIANNE

Is it safe to turn around in here?  I don’t

want to get stuck.



WILLIE

Oh, sure!  Jest back up anywheres.  ‘Tain’t

muddy.  Mostly gravel in this section.


Dianne puts the car in reverse and starts to back away, but Willie crouches


down to look in the window again.







WILLIE





Are y’all the kinfolks from Texas?







DIANNE





Why, yes!  And who are you?


Willie chuckles, but his tone of voice is serious.







WILLIE





I work here.  I’m the handyman.  If I was





y’all, I’d turn around and hightail it back





to Texas.







DIANNE





Why?







WILLIE





Old Oak ain’t no place for little boys, dogs,





and purty gals.  I’d skedaddle if I was you.







DIANNE





Well, you aren’t me.


A loud crack is heard as a large tree branch begins to break  The branch falls

to the ground just inches from the front of the Lexus.


INT/DIANNE’S CAR/NIGHT


Dianne and Corey gasp in terror and Alfie goes into a barking frenzy.


Frightened, Dianne starts to back the car.  Then she turns to speak to 


Willie again.







DIANNE





If you’ll excuse us, we’ve got to……


Dianne stops speaking when she sees that Willie is no longer outside the 


window.  He has disappeared.  Dianne and Corey exchange mystified glances.







DIANNE





We’re getting out of here!


EXT/CEMETERY/NIGHT


The Lexus backs away quickly from the fallen tree branch and turns around.


Gravel flies in the wake of the Lexus as it leaves the cemetery.


EXT/OLD OAK MAIN HOUSE/NIGHT


The main house at Old Oak is a two-story, brick and stucco, antebellum

mansion with a circular driveway in front.  Tall magnolia and oak trees


surround the house.  Floodlights illuminate the house and grounds,


revealing a signpost identifying the place as “Old Oak, est. 1845”.  The


rain has stopped, but flickering lightning reveals that storm clouds remain.


EXT/VERANDA/NIGHT


The veranda is a long covered porch at the side of the house, bordered by


a low railing and furnished with two comfortable tables with chairs, a


couple of chaise lounges, and a porch swing.  Steps lead up to the veranda


from the lawn, and entry to the house is gained through French doors.


GUY GRANGER stands next to a butler’s cart, which holds numerous


liquor bottles, an ice bucket and several glasses.  Guy is a handsome man

in his early forties who is beginning to show his age.  He mixes a drink

and seats himself at a table.  He appears nervous as he idly gazes at raindrops dripping from the eaves.


LUCIA THRALL emerges from the house through the French doors.


Lucia is a striking woman in her late twenties with a mass of coal black


hair and a voluptuous figure.  While she appears outwardly possessed of

great poise, Lucia has an intensity that hints at a turbulent and possibly

dangerous nature.  Lucia surveys Guy with evident disapproval.







LUCIA





Another drink, Guy?  Haven’t you had





enough?







GUY





No, I haven’t, Lucia.  And I’ll be the one





to decide when I do.


Lucia seats herself at the table with Guy and lights a cigarette.







LUCIA





Are you losing your nerve?







GUY





No.  Are you?







LUCIA





I’m not the one drinking enough Scotch to





embalm an elephant.


INT/HALLWAY/NIGHT


PIXIE LIGHTFOOT, the cook and housekeeper, peers out a window at the


end of the hallway.  Pixie is a pretty young woman in her early twenties with


curly blonde hair and rosy cheeks, but she is very short and extremely obese.


Pixie is a bit infatuated with Guy and harbors great dislike for Lucia.


Pixie turns away from the window and walks down the hallway.  She wears


an apron decorated with a picture of a smiling pig ringing a dinner bell and


shouting “come and get it”.


INT/LIBRARY/NIGHT


The library is a spacious room, comfortably furnished.  One wall houses a 


large bookcase, while another wall is dominated by a portrait of ZIRAH


GRANGER that hangs over the fireplace. 


Pixie enters from the hallway and walks through the library toward the


French doors.  She pauses to straighten some sofa cushions and discovers


a cocktail glass stuffed underneath a cushion.  Pixie sniffs at the glass


and wrinkles her nose with distaste.  As she nears the doors, she stops


suddenly and waits, listening to the conversation on the veranda.


EXT/VERANDA/NIGHT


Guy and Lucia continue their conversation.







LUCIA





If you’re not losing your nerve, then what the





hell is wrong with you?  Why are you so edgy?







GUY





I’m not edgy.   I’m worried that the widow





Granger and her little prince are two hours 





late.  What if she decided not to come?  What





happens to our plans then?







LUCIA





She’ll come.  Why wouldn’t she?







GUY





Because my late brother left her ten million 





dollars that ought to be mine, that’s why.  She





can afford to go anywhere and do anything 





she wants.







LUCIA





She was probably delayed by the storm.







GUY





What makes you so certain?







LUCIA





I know her type.  She’s a little nobody who

wouldn’t even know how to spend a fortune.

She’s one of those dopey women who read Gothic romances and 
secretly pretend they’re Scarlett

O’Hara.  She’ll be here.







GUY





I hope you’re right.


Lucia rises and steps behind Guy’s chair.  Draping her arms around him, 


she bends down and kisses his cheek.  He turns his head, and they exchange


a passionate kiss.







LUCIA





I am right.  Haven’t I always been?  It’s





going to work, Guy.  It’s going to be easy.





Trust me.


Pixie steps through the French doors onto the veranda.







PIXIE





I think the guests are here.  I seen a car coming.


Lucia and Guy disengage themselves from their embrace.  Guy rises


and drains his drink.







GUY





Well, I guess it’s show time!


GUY goes into the house, and Lucia advances menacingly toward Pixie.







LUCIA





How long have you been listening at that





door?


Pixie stares blankly at Lucia.







LUCIA (CONTD)





I won’t be spied upon, do you hear?  You’ve





been working here only two weeks, and you’ve





already given me fifty good reasons for firing





you.







PIXIE





I ain’t done nothin’.


Lucia walks to the French doors and turns back to glare at Pixie.







LUCIA





I despise snoops, Pixie.  Remember that.







PIXIE





I ain’t afraid of you.







LUCIA





Well, you better be!

Lucia goes into the house.  Pixie prances around the veranda in an exaggerated imitation of Lucia’s walk and gestures.







PIXIE





I despise snoops!  And you better remember that!


Pixie stops suddenly as she sees Lucia is watching her from inside the house.


Pixie does a startled doubletake and attempts to recover by pulling a dust


cloth from her apron pocket and beginning to dust the liquor bottles.


EXT/FRONT PORCH/NIGHT


The Lexus is parked in the driveway, and Dianne and Corey are removing


their luggage from the trunk.  Alfie frolics on the lawn.  Guy emerges from

the house and embraces Dianne.







GUY





Wonderful to see you again, Dianne!  I was





afraid you were lost.







DIANNE





Hello, Guy!  Well, we were lost, but we got





directions.  Corey, say hello to your Uncle Guy.


Corey gazes across the lawn, as though he sees something familiar.







COREY





Hello, Uncle Guy.







GUY





Just call me Guy, sport.  “Uncle” makes me





feel old.


Corey continues to stare at several tall oak trees near the house.


Lucia comes out of the house and joins the group.







GUY





Dianne, this is Lucia Thrall.  I believe you





two have chatted on the phone.







DIANNE





I’m so pleased to meet you, Miss Thrall.







LUCIA





Please call me Lucia.  


Guy gathers up the bags and starts up the steps.







GUY





Let’s get inside out of the damp.







COREY





Mom, can I stay out here for a while?







DIANNE





Well, I don’t know, Corey.







GUY





Oh, let him explore a little.  He can’t come





to any harm.







DIANNE





Okay then, but not too long.







COREY






Cool!

Dianne, Guy and Lucia go into the house.  Corey walks across the lawn and stands looking up at a very old oak tree.  Alfie sniffs around the base of the tree and starts digging.


INT/HALLWAY/NIGHT


Lucia and Dianne enter, holding the door open for Guy, who deposits the


suitcases on the floor.  Dianne looks around admiringly.







DIANNE





Oh, Guy, it’s lovely!  When was it built?







GUY





1845.  Didn’t you see the signpost?


Pixie waddles toward the group and stands waiting to be noticed.  She gazes


adoringly at Guy.







GUY (CONT’D)





Dianne, this is Pixie Lightfoot, our cook and 





housekeeper.  Pixie, this is Mrs. Granger





from Dallas.


Pixie wipes her hands on her apron and extends a hand to Dianne.







PIXIE





Pleased to make your acquaintance.







DIANNE





Thank you, Pixie.  I’m happy to know you, too.


An awkward silence ensues.  Lucia glares at Pixie.







LUCIA





Shouldn’t you be in the kitchen, Pixie?





Mrs. Granger and her son must be famished





after such a long drive.







PIXIE





Where’s the little boy?







DIANNE





Outside.  He wanted to explore the place.







PIXIE





I wouldn’t let him out of my sight, if I





was you.







DIANNE





I beg your pardon?







LUCIA





Pixie, don’t stand around chattering.





Get to work!


Pixie shoots a sullen look at Lucia and waddles with deliberate slowness down


the hallway through a swinging door that leads into the kitchen.







DIANNE





I can’t believe I’m finally here.  Old Oak!





How did the place get its name?







GUY





There was a very large oak tree on the property





that gave good shade to the house.  The place





was known for that tree, because it could be





seen for miles around.  







DIANNE





How’s business?







GUY





Fair.  We get the spook trade.







DIANNE





Spook trade?







LUCIA





He means psychics and people who investigate





supernatural events.







GUY





Old Oak is haunted, you see.  Didn’t I tell





you that?







DIANNE





No, I don’t recall that you did.


An earsplitting, bloodcurdling scream startles the group.







DIANNE





Corey!  Oh, my God, Corey!


Dianne rushes to the front door and jerks it open.  She is jolted by surprise


to find Corey, equally startled, with his hand raised to open the door from




the outside.


The scream is repeated.







GUY





That came from the kitchen.  It must be





Pixie.


Guy and Lucia rush down the hallway toward the kitchen as Dianne and


Corey watch, uncertain of what to do.


INT/KITCHEN/NIGHT


Guy and Lucia hurry into the kitchen through the swinging door to discover


Pixie standing on a chair with her apron pulled up to her knees and a meat


cleaver in her hand.  







LUCIA





For God’s sake, what is going on in here?







PIXIE





I seen a rat!


Guy and Lucia look at each other in exasperation and glance behind them to


see if Dianne has overheard Pixie’s remark.







LUCIA





Keep your voice down!  I’ll take care of this, Guy.


Guy  shrugs and leaves the room.  Lucia approaches Pixie, who is still


standing on the chair.







LUCIA (CONTD)





Are you  trying to ruin our business?  Get





down from there.  You look foolish.







PIXIE





Ain’t no rat gonna take a bite outta me!


Lucia looks Pixie up and down as if to estimate her size.







LUCIA





You’ve got work to do.  Now get down





from there before you break a leg.







PIXIE





Don’t worry about my legs.







LUCIA





I was referring to the chair.


EXT/OLD OAK MAIN HOUSE/NIGHT


A couple of hours have elapsed.  Lightning continues to flicker in the sky 


above the house.  There are ominous rumblings of thunder.


INT/DINING ROOM/NIGHT


Guy,  Dianne, Lucia and Corey are eating dinner at a long mahogany table


underneath a glittering chandelier.


INT/KITCHEN/NIGHT


Alfie lies on the floor watching Pixie prepare dessert at a counter in front


of a window.  The night outside is very black, except for occasional eerie


flashes of lightning.  Pixie has changed into a bright blue maid’s uniform.


Alfie growls.


Pixie sprays whipped cream on the desserts.  She stops and looks thoughtfully


at the whipped cream can.  After looking around to make certain she is


unobserved, Pixie sprays some whipped cream into her mouth, which causes


her cheeks to bulge even further than they already do.


Alfie barks, startling Pixie.  She chokes on the whipped cream.







PIXIE





What are you trying to do?  Strangle me?


Alfie continues to growl.







PIXIE (CONTD)





This here ain’t for you, kiddo.  This is people





food.  I’ll fix something for you when I get back.


Pixie picks up a large kitchen tray that holds the desserts and turns her back


to the window.  As Pixie moves away, Willie suddenly appears at the window,

his face illuminated by lightning.  Pixie leaves the room.  Alfie looks up at Willie’s face in the window.  He gets up and goes to the back door, nosing his way through the screen.


INT/DINING ROOM/NIGHT


Guy and Dianne are leaning close to each other, laughing intimately.  Dianne


wears a dress that shows considerable cleavage.  Lucia regards them with thinly

veiled displeasure.  An antique diamond necklace glitters ostentatiously around Lucia’s neck.  Corey wears headphones as he eats and seems oblivious to


the others.







DIANNE





Are we the only guests?







GUY





Tonight you are.  We have two more arriving





tomorrow.  A Doctor Dipper and a Miss Snapp.







DIANNE





Good heavens!  They sound like cartoon





characters.







GUY





You’ll find that most people investigating





psychic phenomena are cartoon characters.





It’s hard to keep a straight face around them





at times.


Corey takes off his headphones and turns curiously to Guy.







COREY





Is that what they’re coming here for?


Dianne looks at Corey with surprise that he is interested in psychic phenomena.







GUY





Yes.  As a matter of fact, they are.







COREY





Cool!







GUY





Dr. Dipper and Miss Snapp are New Englanders.





They’re driving in from Boston, aren’t they, 





Lucia?







LUCIA





Yes.  The doctor is from Boston, I believe.  Miss





Snapp is from Salem.







DIANNE





Gracious!  Is she a witch?


Guy laughs.







GUY





Could be.  She is said to be a notable psychic.





She’s somewhat famous among those who





care about such things.







DIANNE





Obviously, you don’t.

Pixie enters with a tray laden with desserts topped with whipped cream.






GUY




I’m not particularly interested in the supernatural,




but I do believe Old Oak is haunted.







DIANNE





By whom?







GUY





Zirah Granger. You may have noticed her

portrait in the library.  She would be Corey’s





grandmother four times removed.


Corey looks at his hand and ticks off four fingers.







DIANNE





Well, I don’t believe in such things at all,





but I like a good yarn.  You’ll tell me her





story, won’t you?







GUY





It’s a bit grisly.







LUCIA





The things that happened here will stand your





hair on end.


Pixie, holding a tray of used plates, glances into a nearby mirror at her hair.


A long curl is sticking up through the top of her maid’s cap.  Pixie shifts the


tray into one hand and attempts to squash down the errant curl with the other.


As Pixie fusses with her hair, there is a sudden loud crash of thunder, startling

everyone.  Pixie screams and drops the tray.  Dishes crack against the floor.

Lucia jumps up from her chair and rushes to Pixie, taking her by the shoulders


and shaking her hard.







LUCIA





You clumsy, stupid fool!  See what you’ve





done now!


Dianne appears uncomfortable and pretends not to notice Lucia’s overreaction


to Pixie’s clumsiness.  Guy rises and firmly pulls Pixie out of Lucia’s grasp.







GUY





Now, Lucia, Pixie didn’t intentionally 





break the china.  Lighten up.


Corey looks suddenly startled and leaps from his chair.







COREY





Alfie!  Where’s Alfie?

Corey runs out of the room.  
Lucia glares at Guy and Pixie.  Pixie clearly relishes being held protectively by Guy.  Guy releases Pixie and turns to address Dianne.







GUY





Let’s go into the library and have some

brandy or a liqueur.  We’ll build a fire,

and I’ll tell you Zirah’s story.







LUCIA





I’ve heard it, so if you’ll excuse me, I





think I’ll go to the office and catch up





on paperwork.

Guy,  Dianne, and Lucia leave the room.  Pixie kneels and picks up the pieces of shattered crockery.  She looks around and realizes that she is alone.  Another clap of thunder booms, and the lights flicker.  Pixie emits a cry of fright and waddles out of the room as fast as she can move.


INT/LIBRARY/NIGHT


Guy and Dianne stand before a roaring fire, which casts enormous shadows of 


them across the room.  The portrait of Zirah hangs on the wall above the

fireplace between two antique lanterns.   Guy lights the two lanterns.  He hands Dianne a drink and gestures toward the portrait.

Zirah is a striking dark-haired beauty with an enigmatic expression.  She wears the same diamond necklace that Lucia wore in the dining room.







GUY





This room is exactly as it was when she





she was alive.


Dianne gazes admiringly at the portrait.







DIANNE





Right down to the necklace she’s wearing.







GUY





You’re very observant.  Yes, that’s the





necklace Lucia was wearing at dinner.  It





originally belonged to the infamous Zirah





Granger, our great-great-great grandmother.





Didn’t Troy ever tell you about the family





skeletons?


Dianne shakes her head negatively and seats herself in a chair near the fire.







DIANNE





My husband was not interested in anything





but making money.  He wasn’t even interested





in his own son.  Or in me, for that matter.


Guy sits in a chair near Dianne.







GUY





He wasn’t like that when we were kids.  He





knew more about the family history than I





did back then.







DIANNE





He wasn’t like that when I married him, either.





Greed changed him.  I suppose it killed him,





too.  That’s why he dropped dead at thirty-five.





All he thought about was making money and





how to make more.


Guy’s eyes narrow cunningly.







GUY





Well, I guess he was good at it. He was worth

millions,  wasn’t he?



DIANNE

Money isn’t everything.



GUY

You must admit it helps.



DIANNE

Does it?



GUY

I should think it would.



DIANNE

Please, don’t let’s talk about money or

about Troy.  It makes me sad to think 

about him.  Not because I’m a grieving

widow, but because the love between us

was gone long before he died.



GUY

Shall I tell you about our ghost then?



DIANNE

Yes, please do.


EXT/YARD/NIGHT


Corey emerges from the back door into the yard.  He peers around as


thunder rumbles and lightning flashes.







COREY





Alfie!

A rustling noise is heard in the bushes at the edge of the yard.  Corey moves cautiously further into the yard to investigate.

