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BOSTON WOODS LATE 1800'S - NIGHT

TEXT: “BOSTON, 19th CENTURY”

Through the dark woods, there's the distant sound of a mob 
running through the forest. Dogs bark. Men yell. The mob 
comes closer. 

JUMPCUT TO - 

INT. MANSION

High class guests enjoy a peaceful ball inside an 
elaborate, beautiful mansion. They eat rich food and dance 
to the small orchestra in the corner. 

By the refreshments, there is a young woman, perhaps 
twenty, staring off into space. She's beautiful, and 
completely alone. 

A hand suddenly touches her arm. She jumps in surprise, and 
turns to see a handsome man, dressed elegantly in all 
black. There's a wolf head pin on his caplet. This is 
THOMAS WOLFE.

WOLFE
Forgive me. I didn't mean to 
frighten you. 

GIRL
Oh no, not at all, sir. 

SMASHCUT BACK TO - 

BOSTON WOODS

The mob tears through the foliage and through a muddy 
creek, still yelling. 

INT. MANSION

WOLFE
I just thought you seemed rather 
bored, my dear. 

GIRL
I suppose... Coming here was my 
father's idea. He thinks it would do 
me good for me to be more social. 

WOLFE
Is that right?
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GIRL
It's just an excuse. I think he 
intends for me to woo the host. 
Wherever he is. 

WOLFE
Hoping to find you a suitor, then?

GIRL
In vain. I've yet to see this 
mysterious host, but I'm sure he's 
like all the rest. Old and ugly...

WOLFE
And if he was not?

The girl looks to Wolfe, curiously. Wolfe leans in with a 
smirk.

WOLFE (CONT'D)
What if, maybe, he was standing 
before you?

The girl is shocked with realization. She straightens. 

GIRL
Oh! Mr. Wolfe, forgive me! I did not 
mean--!

WOLFE
No need for apologies, child. If 
there is a guest of mine that is not 
having fun, it's my duty to know 
about it, after all. 

Wolfe takes two champagne glasses from a passing waiter and 
holds it between them. He hands one to the girl. 

WOLFE (CONT'D)
Perhaps I should remedy this 
conundrum? Tell me, would you care 
to see something more... intriguing?

Her eyes light up and she smiles at the prospect.

EXT. BOSTON COUNTRYSIDE

The mob continues on their path. As the trees clear, they 
smash through a wooden fence and rush into farmland. 

Off in the distance, lit faintly, is a grand manor house. 
Thomas Wolfe's manor house.
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INT. STAIRWAY

Wolfe leads the girl down a dark, stone stairway into the 
basement of the house. The girl holds a candle, eagerly 
looking over his shoulder. 

GIRL
Will you ever tell me where we're 
going, Mr. Wolfe?

WOLFE
Now what would be the fun in that? 
And please... call me Thomas.

He ends at an oak door and takes out a ring of keys. 
Finding one, he unlocks the door, and they step inside.

INT. BASEMENT

The basement is too dark to see anything. The girl holds 
her candle up, but it's no help.

WOLFE (CONT'D)
Tell me, have you heard of Mr. 
Tesla? Or perhaps Mr. Edison? 

GIRL
They sound familiar. Are they not 
those inventor fellows?

WOLFE
They are indeed.

Wolfe closes the door behind them. They're now enveloped in 
darkness, with the exception of the girl's candle. 

WOLFE (CONT'D)
They're great men. I've no doubt 
that their brilliance will change 
the fate of history itself. 

GIRL
(nervous)

W-will it? 

WOLFE
Yes. 

There's a sound of a heavy switch thrown in the darkness. 

SFX: CA-CHUNK!
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The girl jumps and turns 180, but is soon laughing as 
lights above flicker on, powered by electricity. 

GIRL
Goodness!

WOLFE
Do you like it?

GIRL
Yes, I do! 

WOLFE
I was rather taken with Mr. Edison's 
inventions in particular. The 
lightbulb, the phonograph... I dare 
say it sparked some creativity in 
myself as well.

Wolfe walks deeper into the basement. There are objects 
like furniture covered in dark colored sheets. The girl 
follows, fascinated. 

GIRL
Is that so?

Wolfe stops beside what looks like a table full of things 
hidden beneath a drape. He rests his hand on it.

WOLFE
You see, when Tesla created his 
coil, and when Edison made his 
light, both of them did something 
very extraordinary. They furthered 
man's narrative.

GIRL
Narrative of what, sir?

WOLFE
A narrative of change. Of rejecting 
life as we know it, and seeking out 
what some would consider to be... 
unnatural. 

Wolfe grips his hand on the sheet. 

WOLFE (CONT'D)
And in my own way, I have responded 
in kind. 

Wolfe pulls off the sheet. The girl sees what's beneath it, 
and a look of horror melts onto her face. She drops the 
candle. She screams, and turns to run. 
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The girl gets to the door and begins to try and yank it 
open. She begins to bang on it and scream for help.

Calmly, Wolfe steps up behind her, pulls a syringe from his 
pocket, and injects her neck with a mysterious liquid. 

The girl faints, Wolfe catching her by her arms. He then 
drags her back to the table he just revealed. There, he 
throws her onto an empty space, beside a corpse which has 
been cut open and dismembered. 

INT. MANSION

A brick suddenly crashes through the front window of the 
mansion. The guests cry out and scurry away just as the 
angry mob bursts through the front doors. 

They begin to set things on fire, knock over furniture and 
food, all while guests flea in fear. 

One man steps forward with a torch in hand. 

MOB LEADER
WOLFE! COME OUT, YOU COWARD!

INT. BASEMENT

Wolfe is just readying a knife above the girl's neck when 
he hears commotion upstairs. He sneers. 

INT. STAIRCASE

The mob funnels down the stairway and ends at the basement 
door. They try the handle to find it locked. A man steps 
forward with an axe. With a mighty swing, begins to chop 
the door down. 

INT. BASEMENT

The mob finally bursts through the door and into the 
basement. The girl has been left untouched, but a high 
window, looking out to the back of the property, has been 
smashed open. 

MOB LEADER
He's on the run!

EXT. WOLFE ESTATE

Wolfe runs at full speed into the dark of night. The mob, 
catching on quick, are right on his tail. 

Wolfe jumps over a fence and dives into the woods. 
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INT. WOODS

Wolfe runs desperately through the trees. The sounds of the 
mob are all around him. Torches are seen coming further 
into view. 

Guns are now going off. Wolfe makes a few quick turns in 
attempts to lose his perusers. 

Suddenly, he skids to a halt. Wolfe has come to a cliff's 
edge. Jagged rocks and splintered trees wait for him twenty 
feet below where he stands. 

Wolfe hesitates. He looks back, hearing the mob come 
closer. He rears back to jump when-

A group of five men grab onto him and drag him back from 
the cliff. Dogs lunge at him, sinking their teeth into his 
arms and legs. Wolfe cries out in pain, and is promptly 
dragged away. 

WOLFE ESTATE

It has started to storm. There's echo of thunder in the 
darkness. The mob drags him back into view of his home 
where the mob leader awaits him. 

The mob leader nods towards an oak tree a few yards away. 
Already men are rigging up a noose. Wolfe's hands are 
bound, and he is forced to stand on a barrel, where the 
noose is holstered around his neck. 

MOB LEADER
Thomas Wolfe!

The mob goes quiet as the leader speaks. Wolfe looks at him 
with disdain. 

MOB LEADER (CONT'D)
You are hereby tried by your 
countrymen for kidnapping, murder, 
devil worship, and other unspeakable 
acts. We stand before you today as 
your judge, your jury, and tonight, 
as your executioner. How do you 
plead?

A sick grin spreads across Wolfe's face. 

WOLFE
Guilty.
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There's a stir among the mob. Another crash of THUNDER in 
the distance. 

WOLFE (CONT'D)
That's what you wanted to hear, is 
it not? You pitiful, tiny creatures. 
Will this make you feel better?

Wolfe begins to eye each man individually.

WOLFE (CONT'D)
Or perhaps you'd like to know? Would 
you like me to tell you how they 
died? What I did? To your mothers? 
Wives? Sisters?

He lands once more on the mob leader

WOLFE (CONT'D)
Your daughters?

SFX: THUNDER

MOB LEADER
With that plea of guilt, the people 
of Boston sentence you, Thomas 
Wolfe, to hang by the neck until you 
are dead. 

Wolfe keeps smiling.

WOLFE
Good luck with that.

He begins to laugh. A man kicks over the barrel. Wolfe 
drops a foot, and strangles. Eventually, he becomes still, 
and dangles harmlessly in the rain. 

END OPENER

RUN TITLES
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ACT I

FADE TO:

EXT. MODERN BOSTON, WOLFE ESTATE – DAY

TEXT: “TODAY”

We settle on a plaque outside the Wolfe mansion. It reads: 
THE ESTATE OF THOMAS WOLFE, with text underneath. It's been 
kept up and turned into a tourist destination, with a ghost 
tour sign hanging next to the plaque. 

Beyond the property sits a gaudy power plant, barely hidden 
by trees. The oak tree where Wolfe was hanged lays 
untouched. 

CUT TO:

INT. EMMA'S ROOM – DAY

EMMA is getting ready for the day. Her room is that of a 
typical sixteen-year-old's. There are pictures and 
decorations and posters of boys all around. A small 
television sits in the corner next to a couple of pill 
bottles. 

Emma is currently doing her makeup in the mirror. She's 
young and vibrant, and weighing close to 250lbs. After 
fixing herself up, she glances at the scale beside her. 

She thinks better of it and grabs her backpack for school. 

INT. KITCHEN

DAD is currently making eggs and bacon, while MOM gets 
buttoned up for work on the phone. 

The kitchen is an average, upper middle-class area, with a 
small TV in the corner as well. The news is white noise in 
the background. 

MOM
Well that's what I told him- Look, 
we're not financing this guy's 
business without some kind of 
collateral... 

Emma walks in, grabbing an apple from the counter. 

EMMA
Morning Mom, morning Dad. 
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Mom waves quickly then goes back to her phone conversation. 
Dad kisses her forehead. 

DAD
Morning sweetpea. Got breakfast 
ready for you. 

EMMA
Sorry, can't. I've got a lot of 
studying to do with Sophie. 

DAD
Yeah? You need some lunch money?

EMMA
I'm cool, thanks. 

On the TV, a commercial comes on for the product THIN-
QUICK. A tiny spokeswoman is holding up a can of 
weightloss milkshake and smiling. 

SPOKESWOMAN
THIN-QUICK! Cut that fat off fast!

DAD
Well be sure you're home by seven 
today. I'm making pot roast. 

EMMA
Actually, um... Mr. Peterson is 
really hammering us with homework 
this semester. I think I'm gonna be 
at Sophie's. 

DAD
You know, I don't understand how 
they expect teenagers to enjoy life 
with all the work they give you. If 
I were you, I'd strike.

Emma smiles.

EMMA
You can't strike from school, dad.

DAD
Tell that to Berkeley kids.

Finally, Mom hangs up her phone and turns. 

MOM
Right! I'm out of here. Bye honey.

She gives Dad a peck on the cheek and turns to Emma.
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MOM (CONT'D)
Have a good day at school, all 
right, Em?

EMMA
I will. Have a good day at work.

With a quick hug, Mom leaves. Dad sighs, chin in hand. 

DAD
I swear, if your mom ever stopped 
moving she'd die.

EXT. PINE HILLS HIGH – DAY

Pine Hills is an average high school, with kids lingering 
around campus. It's lunch time. 

SOPHIE (VO)
Bullshit!

INT. PINE HILLS CAFETERIA

Emma is sitting with her best friend, SOPHIE, who is a 
pretty, thin girl with glasses and bushy hair. Sophie is 
currently eating a school lunch. Emma is picking at her 
apple from that morning.

SOPHIE (CONT'D)
There is no way you'd ever make out 
with Kyle Woods? Ever? Like, not 
even if he was super into you?

EMMA
I just don't think he's that cute. 

SOPHIE
But he's got that hair! 

EMMA
Eh. It always looks greasy to me. 

SOPHIE
You know what I think? I think 
you've still got a hard on for you-
know-who. 

EMMA
Oh my god, shut up. I do not.

SOPHIE
Please. You've liked Josh Swanson 
for three years now. 
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EMMA
No I don't!

SOPHIE
(sing-song)

You like Joooosh~!

Emma playfully kicks her under the table. Sophie looks up.

SOPHIE (CONT'D)
Well speak of the devil.

Emma turns around and they both watch as JOSH enters the 
cafeteria. He's a young, handsome seventeen year old – a 
real dream boat. 

He looks around with his tray, and then spots his table. He 
sits next to a group of girls – LAURA, the perfect, blonde 
leader, KATIE, the catty side-kick, and MADISON, the ultra-
fit, super health-conscious work-out-aholic. 

Josh sits down next to Laura and wraps his arm around her 
shoulders. 

Disheartened, Emma turns back around. Sophie looks at her 
sympathetically. 

SOPHIE (CONT'D)
Seriously. I don't know what you see 
in him at all. He's an idiot, first 
of all. 

EMMA
He's not an idiot!

SOPHIE
I have him in my English Lit class. 
He asked if Jane Eyre was hot. 

Huffing, Emma lays her head on the table. Sophie stares at 
the apple in her hand. 

SOPHIE (CONT'D)
Hey... Emma?

EMMA
Hm?

SOPHIE
Is that all you're eating?

There's a pause. The two girls look at each other. Sophie 
is visibly worried. 
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Emma takes a bite out of her apple. 

INT. SCIENCE CLASS ROOM

Emma is sitting near the back, zoning out while her science 
teacher – MR. PETERSON – lectures. 

MR. PETERSON
As we can see in your book, a 
current of electricity is a steady 
flow of what? Anyone? Electrons. 
When electrons move from one place 
to another, round a circuit, they 
carry electrical energy from place 
to place like marching ants carrying 
leaves. Instead of carrying leaves, 
electrons carry a tiny amount of 
electric charge...

Emma looks over to where Josh is sitting from across the 
room. He's as bored as she is. 

They catch eyes. Timidly, Emma smiles and gives a tiny 
wave. Josh smiles a bit and waves back. 

Next to Josh, Laura glances up to see the two looking at 
each other. She glares at Emma, and Emma quickly turns 
away. 

MR. PETERSON (CONT'D)
Emma?

Emma jumps.

EMMA
Yes Mr. Peterson?

MR. PETERSON
Why don't you read page three 
hundred and ninety four for us? 
Second paragraph. 

With eyes on her, Emma uncomfortably goes to the paragraph 
mentioned. 

EMMA
How electricity works: Electricity 
always seeks to go into the ground 
as the path of least resistance – 
and that's when injury and harm can 
occur-
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LAURA
Moooo...

The class laughs and Emma keeps her eyes on the page, 
embarrassed. 

MR. PETERSON
Laura Baily. Is there something 
you'd like to share with the class?

Laura puts on an “innocent angel” face.

LAURA
No, Mr. Peterson. 

MR. PETERSON
Then I will kindly ask you not to 
interrupt my class again. Unless 
you'd like to retake today's lesson 
in detention?

Laura's silent. Mr. Peterson turns back to Emma.

MR. PETERSON (CONT'D)
Please, Emma, continue. 

Emma, sadly, curls downward a bit in her seat. Laura 
continues to glare at her. 

INT. HALLWAY

Emma is getting something out of her locker. Laura and the 
B-squad walk their way up to her. 

LAURA
Hey Em-moo. How was class?

Emma turns, and tries to keep her head low. She has no 
opening to leave.

LAURA (CONT'D)
Mr. Peterson said he'd be assigning 
a big group project soon. Do you 
have a partner yet?

EMMA
Um... no...

LAURA
Really? I thought that you were 
gonna ask Josh to be your partner. 
You sure were busy staring at him 
all day. 
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KATIE
Don't take it personally, Laura. She 
was probably just hungry. I heard 
some people can't concentrate when 
they're hungry.

Emma tries to leave.

EMMA
Excuse me.

Madison stops her, smirking. 

LAURA
(mock concern)

Listen, I'm telling you this because 
I don't want you to get upset later. 
If Josh, like, talks to you or 
something, he's really only doing it 
to be nice. So try not to get your 
hopes up, ok?

EMMA
I-I wasn't...

MADISON
See, Laura? I told you she wasn't 
checking him out. She knows better, 
don't you, Em-moo?

Finally, Emma pushes her way out and storms off. The other 
three moo and laugh as she leaves.

INT. LIBRARY

Emma bursts into the library and hurries to the back of the 
fiction section. Taking out a stool, she sits down out of 
sight and silently cries.

She's granted a moment to herself before Sophie walks in 
and kneels down next to her. 

SOPHIE
Em? What's wrong...?

Emma wipes her eyes and buries her face into her arms. 

SOPHIE (CONT'D)
Was it Laura again?

EMMA
I'm fine.
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SOPHIE
You're not fine! When are you going 
to go tell someone about this?

EMMA
About what? Besides, they're not 
going to do anything. It'll just 
make everything worse.

Sophie hesitates. 

SOPHIE
My mom's here. C'mon. Let's go. 

Emma wipes her face and the two walk out of the school. 

INT. SOPHIE'S ROOM – NIGHT

Sophie's room is similar to Emma's, but a little darker and 
more messy. Both are on their laptops. Sophie lays along 
her bed, while Emma sits on the floor. 

SOPHIE
Hm... Hey, what cheese do you think 
I'd be?

EMMA
Cheese? Are you doing one of those 
stupid quiz things again?

SOPHIE
I think I'd be Gouda. 

Emma snorts. 

EMMA
Oh yeah? And what about me?

SOPHIE
Hm... White cheddar. 

EMMA
Ew.

Emma pulls out a can from her backpack. Sophie looks over 
the bed. 

SOPHIE
What's that?

She reaches down and turns the can, looking at the logo. 
It's a Thin-Quick can. 
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SOPHIE (CONT'D)
Oh god, you drink that shit?

EMMA
What's wrong with it?

SOPHIE
It's super bad for you! I heard this 
one girl got diarrhea for like a 
week! 

EMMA
That's just some stupid Facebook 
post. That didn't happen. 

Emma snaps it open and drinks. Sophie huffs. 

SOPHIE
Girl, is that all you've had today? 
I mean seriously. 

EMMA
Get off my ass, Sophie. 

SOPHIE
I'm serious! Emma, you'll like... 
die of malnutrition or something!

EMMA
I won't die.

Emma clicks through a couple of tabs, and ends up on an 
unfinished blog. The website is titled ChatterBox.com. 
Currently, Emma is finishing up her own personal post.

EMMA (CONT'D)
Hey, how do you spell 
“excruciating?” No, wait, I got it.

SOPHIE
What? Why?

Sophie leans over and reads. 

SOPHIE (CONT'D)
Oh. Updating the blog, huh? “...The 
Perfect Princess Laura decided to be 
exceptionally stupid today. I think 
it's how she handles living with a 
museum of STD's.” Holy shit, 
vicious. Girl, you need to be a 
writer, for real.
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EMMA
Well, she's gotta have at least a 
couple by now. 

SOPHIE
Herpes, for sure. 

EMMA
Chlamydia? 

SOPHIE
Classic. 

Emma types a few more things and skims it over. 

EMMA
And... publish. 

Emma clicks “submit” and watches it post live to her blog. 

SOPHIE'S MOM (OS)
Girls! Pizza's here!

Emma hesitates. Sophie pushes her shoulder. 

SOPHIE
Come on. One slice won't kill you.

Emma smiles and follows Sophie down the stairs. 

As the girls head down to eat, there's a tight pan onto 
Emma's inbox. A tiny, pop-up notification indicates one new 
message. 

CUT TO:

INT – SOPHIE'S ROOM – NIGHT

Sophie's asleep, but Emma is tossing and turning in her 
sleeping bag on the floor. 

Emma opens her computer to check on her blog. She notices 
the new message and opens it. It reads: 

MR. W: Hello, Emma. I just saw your latest post. Are you 
all right? 

Emma glances up at Sophie and responds. She types the 
following:

I'm ok. It's just bullshit at school.

MR. W: You know, I could still help you if you needed it. 
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What could you do?

MR. W: I could deal with them. Make it so they'd never bug 
you again. 

Emma screws up her face.

You know how psycho that sounds, right?

MR. W: Just trying to help. 

Emma rubs her face, sighing. She hesitates. 

I'll be all right. Honest.

There's no response at first. Emma decides to close her 
computer when she hears the pop of a new message:

MR. W: My offer stands.

Emma thinks a little more and then puts away her computer. 
Tucking in, she goes to sleep. 


