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FADE | N:
EXT. AN ANCI ENT CEMETERY - N GHT

Li ke a strobe-light, LIGHTNING illum nates decrepit tonbstones
and dead trees. Low rolls of THUNDER runmble in the distance.
The soaring towers of a CASTLE, |oomng in the backdrop.

LITTLE GRL (O S.)
Mana. . .

A WOMAN (30s). Slimshoulders, raven-black tresses, with a
shock of VWHI TE running along the part in her hair. Waring

a sensual, sweeping black dress. An anethyst brooch, fastened
around her neck.

She's kneeling next to a precocious LITTLE GRL (4). The
mrror image of her nother, mnus the brooch. She clutches
a TATTERED DOLL, dressed in black rags, with the sanme tell-
tale strand of white hair.

LI TTLE G RL ( CONT' D)
It's the men in shiny arnor, isn't
it Mama?

WOVAN
(venom
They're nothing. Nothing at all.
She | ooks back towards the cl osed gates --

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
Did you say good-bye to your brother?

The girl nods sullenly.

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
Look at ne --

She cups the girl's face with her hands. Her expression
sof tens.

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
You're going to go away for a little
while --

Tears run down the little girl's face --
LI TTLE G RL
But | don't want to go away, | want
to stay with you

The woman | ooks her straight in the eyes.



WOVAN
No, you're not going to cry, you
hear ne? You're going to be brave.
You're going to remenber what you
are.

Rel uctantly, the girl w pes away her tears.
WOVAN ( CONT' D)
When you're ready, you'll conme back
| prom se.
The girl nods.

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
Do you renenber what | showed you?

LI TTLE G RL
Yes, Mana.

The woman caresses the little girl's cheek. Proud.

LI TTLE G RL ( CONT' D)
WIIl you cone and visit ne?

The woman al nost cracks --

VWOVAN
Her e.

Unf astens her brooch -- holds it in her hand --

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
(to the brooch)
Your freedom upon her safe return.

The amet hyst SHI MVERS as she quickly places it around the
little girl's neck.

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
Just for you, ok?

The girl sniffles and nods.

LI TTLE G RL
k.

ANGRY SHOUTS from nmen in the distance --
WOVAN
You have to | eave now, before they
see you.

The shouts -- LOUDER - -



WOMAN ( CONT' D)
| | ove you --

A METALLI C CLANG as the gates bust open! The wonman | ooks
behi nd her shoul der, then back to the girl --

WOMAN ( CONT' D)
Go, NOW

The woman rises to her full height, turns around. Sorrow
has given way to PURE RAGE. Behind her -- a WHOOSH
punctuated by a FAI NT POCP.

The woman's eyes glinmer VIOLET LI GHTNI NG as she stalks forth
to face --

-- an array of KNIGHTS. dCdad in full-plate arnor, bearing
gl eam ng swords. A literal WALL of shining steel. One of
them steps up --

RENTON TALENDEL (45). Inperious, ice-cold blue eyes. His
goatee, trimed with mlitary precision. He brandishes his
sword --

RENTON
G avewal ker! The evil of your kind
ends wth you, tonight!

The woman's face twists in contenpt --

WOVAN
The only evil that has been conmm tted,
has been by your hand, nurderer!

RENTON
--silence, wtch! Your death wll
finally bring an end to the horrors--

CRRAAACKKKOOOOM I A fork of white-hot LIGHTNING splits the
sky, cutting himoff.

WOVAN
Fool. Too soon you'll discover the
truth for yourself. And if you think
l"mgoing to fall on your little toy
sword --

She SNAPS her arns outwards, a VIOLET BURST of crackling
energy rushing out in all directions. Eyes closed, hands
out -stretched, as behind her --

-- the ground TREMBLES, the nuddy earth CHURNI NG and BO LI NG
The gray, rancid flesh of a DECAYED ARM -- it EXPLODES into
view, sending clods of wet soil flying. A few feet away --
rising, pushing fromthe dirt -- a ROTTED FACE.



4.

Shadowed, enpty eye sockets, w spy strands of hair clinging
toits yell owed skull

A veritable | egion of CORPSES, clanbering to free thensel ves.
Their guttural MOANS of eternal suffering, driving the Knights
back.

Renton qui ckly beckons to the rear. The Knights part as a
MAN (30s) is dragged forth, then thrown to the ground before
them Stripped to the waist. Strawyellow hair dripping
over noble blue eyes, his face caked with blood and dirt.

Still, she recognizes him

WOMAN ( CONT' D)
No. . .

The ani mated corpses suddenly go inert. Sinking slowy back
down into the soggy earth. On his knees, the man raises a
tortured brow, fixing his one good eye on her, the other,
nearly swol |l en shut.

MAN
(barely audi bl e)
Il -- 1 love--

Bright steel ERUPTS from his chest. Then, wthdraws, as
Renton pulls the bl ade out from behi nd.

Sone of the other Knights renpve their helnets -- startl ed.
One such Knight is EDWN BLAKE (25). Coarse, black stubble
fails to hide the kindness in his brown eyes.
RENTON
(to the Knights)

Such is the price one pays when they

consort with the eneny.
The man slunps forward -- face first to the wet dirt.

WOVAN
NO !

She starts to run towards him-- WHOOSH!
VANl SHING in a FLASH of GREY M ST --

REAPPEARI NG a second |l ater -- stop-notion -- right in front
of him She turns himover --

Dead.

She | ooks up -- eyes welling with unspeakable grief --



WOMAN ( CONT' D)
YOU BASTARD! ! !

Wth an inarticulate CRY of fury, she throws herself at Renton --

-- who greets her with the business end of his sword. He
| eans in close --

RENTON
What did you say about not falling
on ny sword?

The light slowy fades from her eyes as she slunps to the
ground. Her last sight --

-- the little girl's TATTERED DOLL. Its threadbare bl ack
dress, rustling in the wind --

EXT. GROUP HOVE - MORNI NG
Sunlight cuts through the nmorning chill to reveal..

...a HOUSE, all by itself in a natural cul-de-sac of trees.
A frunpy station wagon, parked in the driveway. A worn

pl acard on the front porch reads: "The Sal ford O phanage For
Young Wbrren"

| NT. GROUP HOVE - BEDROOM - MORNI NG
TEENAGE G RLS of various ages YELL and FUSS at a door.

MADDY (17), brunette tonmboy. DONNA (18), blonde, cheap
glamour. LIZ (14), petite brunette, evil tw nkle in her
eye.

Donna pushes the other girls out of the way -- POUNDS on the
door with her fist -- BAM BAM

DONNA
God dammt, hurry up! I'll never
get ny hair done in tine!

Maddy pl ops herself back into bed while Liz and Donna conti nue
to vent their unholy wath

I NT. GROUP HOVE - BATHROOM - MORNI NG

In front of the mrror, trying to ignore the chaos outside --
MELA (18).

Dark, sultry |ooks, obscured by a |lack of conviction. Waring
bar gai n-bi n paj amas, she goes through her norning rituals.
Spending no extra tinme on make-up or awkward bangs, except

to tentatively finger a narrow strand of |IVORY hair nestled

in with vel vet-bl ack



She | ooks over at a plastic bottle on the sink counter --
Bl ack Beauty Col ori zer
Get CGorgeous Dark Hair in M NUTES!

She reaches for it, unscrews the top. Tries to dab a bit
in, checking in the mrror --

BAM BAM The door rattles with the inpact, alnost causing
her to spill the bottle.

VELA
Just a m nut e!

She quickly screws the bottle shut. Hides it into the far
corner of the cabinet underneath. Turns to the door, gingerly
cracks it open to reveal...a torrential barrage of YELLING
and SCREAM NG  She qui ckly SLAMS the door shut, puts her

back to it, dreading the inevitable.

I NT. GROUP HOVE - KITCHEN - MORNI NG

Seated around the table -- Mddy, Liz, Donna and Mela. Mela,
wearing a drab pair of pants and a nousy shirt -- anything
but flattering.

Cooki ng, MRS. EVANS (60). Heavyset yet entirely efficient.
DONNA
--SO unfair. She always gets to the
bathroomfirst, even while we're
still sl eeping.
Mel a, busy stuffing pancakes into her nouth.

MADDY
(chews food)
Yeah. Wy don't you sl eep?

Mel a shrugs. Reaches for the orange juice. Pours herself a
gl ass.

MVELA
Because |I'm a night-ow ?

Donna gives her a pointed | ook of derision.

DONNA
No. Because you're a flipping weirdo --

M's. Evans SLAMS her spatula on the countertop

MRS. EVANS
Donnal



Donna picks at the eggs on her plate.

LI Z
Uh, Ms. Evans, Donna's kind of right.
Li ke, she even freaks out the nerds
at our school .

Mel a pauses briefly -- then keeps on chew ng.
DONNA
(to Liz)
You forgot about Franklin.
(to Mel a)

| s he good for your ego or sonething?

On cue, FRANKLI N HUCKFAST'S cherubic face fills up the w ndow
frame. 18, fat, |ovable.

DONNA ( CONT' D)
So. G 0ss.

Mela stands up fromthe table. G abs her backpack.

MVELA
Time to go! Bye Ms. Evans!

MRS. EVANS
(calls after Ml a)
Don't listen to them dear. You
don't have to be anything other than
what you are --

@ aring at Donna --
MRS. EVANS ( CONT' D)
-- as long as you try to do what's
right.
Liz, Donna -- gag nme with your | aneness.
MRS. EVANS ( CONT' D)

The | ongest staying resident |'ve
ever had, you know.

LI Z
Only because no one ever adopted
her .
DONNA
Yeah, | got adopted three tinmes before

| got sent to this crappy place.

MADDY
Sucks for us.



DONNA
Quiet, fatty.

MADDY
Fatty?

MRS. EVANS

Hush. Al of you. She's a perfectly
normal young | ady.

Through the wi ndow, Ms. Evans watches them wal k away, then
commences on soiled pots and pans in the sink.

MRS. EVANS ( CONT' D)
(to herself)
Spends too nuch tinme in that aw ul
cenetery though. Poor thing.

EXT. SUBURB SI DEWALK - MORNI NG
Mel a and Franklin, wal king al ongside a | onely street.

FRANKLI N
G ad to get out of there this norning?

MELA
Yeah. Ki nd of. Ever since Donna
nmoved in, it's been a bit crazy.

FRANKLI N
Huh. So...what about tonight?!
can't believe you're finally going

to play!

MVELA
Yeah, | don't know. It's kind of
awkward. | nean, your nomthinks

I"'mlike, really weird.

FRANKLI N
Everyone thinks your weird, so don't
take it personally.

MELA
Thanks.

Mel a, distracted by a rusted, frayed section of wought-iron
fence, running the length of the street. On the other side,
w |l d grass encircles a hodgepodge of faded TOVBSTONES and
CRCSSES.

FRANKLI N
Anyways, you can still play whatever
class you want --



Franklin notices her | ack of attention.

FRANKLI N ( CONT' D)
You're not going to nmake ne beg, are
you? Cause | swear | will --

Mel a sees herself as a YOUNG G RL (10) -- playing carefree
anong the very sane tonbstones --

FRANKLIN (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Uh, hell o0?

Mel a wakes up.

MVELA
VWat? OCh. Yeah. Sorry.

Mela's view lingers on the cenetery as they |eave it behind...
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