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EXT. SECLUDED MANSION – DAY

An old fashioned manor sits in the middle of a forest 
clearing. The cars in the driveway are models from the 
1980's, roughly, and very expensive. A child's bike with an 
old radio in the basket leans on one of the cars. 

Inside, there is the MUFFLED SHOUTING of an argument. 

MALE VOICE (OS)
Get back here! HEY!

The door SLAMS open and out runs 10 year old JONNY 
ELLSWORTH. He is weeping openly and has a black eye. 

Jonny runs to his bike and takes off into the forest as 
fast as he can. 

EXT. FOREST ROAD – NIGHT

Jonny peddles down the road, starting to run out of breath. 
The front light of his bike flickers weakly, threatening to 
burn out. 

Coming to a bend in the road, Jonny slows down and gets off 
his bike. The bend goes around the foot of a steep hill, 
with a pile of rocks on one side. Jonny lays his bike down 
and sits against the rocks, staring into the dark forest. 

Jonny looks around him, suddenly aware of just how alone he 
is. His face is filthy and red. He pulls his knees up to 
his chest, shivering slightly. 

From within the forest, something indescribable lurks, 
watching Jonny fidget. WHISPERS float from unknown places, 
blending in with the sound of the WIND. 

Jonny, scared and alone, spots the radio from his bike's 
basket. He pulls it into his lap and flips it on. SHARP 
STATIC accompanies the tiny lights on the dial screen. 

Jonny starts to fiddle with the knobs, trying to find some 
kind of signal. There are bits and pieces of recognizable 
sound here and there, but nothing concrete. 

The WHISPERS return, only this time, Jonny hears them. His 
head snaps up and he looks around. He clutches the radio 
tighter. 

The radio suddenly blasts jumbled MUSIC, and Jonny jumps, 
dropping it at his feet. The knobs begin to turn on their 
own accord. 
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Jonny slowly stands, watching the knobs shift, like an 
invisible hand is turning them. The dial finally lands on 
one frequency: 1219 FM.

Horrible, demonic voices scratch their way out of the radio 
speaker. 

RADIO
Dies irae... dies illa... 
Solvet Saeclum in favilla...

The WHISPERS return, louder this time. Jonny looks around 
wildly, and sees nothing. He flattens himself against the 
rocks and stares down at the radio. 

The radio continues to chant, growing louder and louder 
with every word. 

The dial suddenly snaps to a new frequency and from it--a 
RINGTONE. 

INT. JONNY'S APARTMENT – DAY

31 year old Jonny wakes up abruptly as his phone rings on 
the bed stand. He's sweating profusely, the sheets twisted 
around him from his nightmare. 

Sitting up, Jonny nurses a headache and looks at the phone. 
It's an unknown number. Jonny rejects the call and starts 
looking for cigarettes.

Jonny's apartment is a one room troll cave. Empty bottles, 
clothes, trash, fast food bags, and junk mail litter the 
floor. The curtains are drawn tightly, with only small 
slivers of sunlight sneaking inside. 

Jonny himself isn't any better off--he is thin, sleep 
deprived, and probably wearing the same shirt for the past 
3 days. 

Jonny finally finds a pack of cigarettes under his bed. 
Sitting up, he takes one out, only to see it's broken in 
half. Jonny turns the package upside down. It's the last 
one. 

His phone rings again. It's the same unknown number. 
Frustrated, Jonny tosses the broken cigarette and answers. 

JONNY
What?
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LAWYER (OS)
(over phone)

Is this Jonathan Ellsworth?

JONNY
Who the hell is this?

LAWYER (OS)
My name is Mr. Green. I am in charge 
of your father's estate. 

Jonny screws his face in confusion. 

JONNY
My father?

LAWYER (OS)
Is this a good time, Mr. Ellsworth?

INT. JONNY'S BATHROOM – CONTINUOUS

Jonny stands wet in a towel and wipes off the steam from 
his mirror after a shower. 

LAWYER (CONT'D VO)
When was the last time you talked to 
your father?

Jonny stares at his reflection. 

JONNY (VO)
Can't remember. It's been years.

Jonny wets his razor and starts to shave his stubble. 

LAWYER (VO)
I see. Well, I regret to inform you 
that your father has passed away. 

JONNY (VO)
(somewhat surprised)

No shit? Well it took him long 
enough...

INT. JONNY'S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS 

Jonny stands in front of his messy closet in his underwear. 
He's staring at the only decent suit he owns. 

LAWYER (VO)
You are included in his will. It was 
his request that it is read in your 
family home. 
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Jonny turns away from the suit and instead swipes clothes 
from the floor--an old hoodie and some worn out jeans. 

JONNY (VO)
(bitter)

Of course it was.

Jonny begins to dress.

LAWYER (VO)
It's scheduled for tonight. I hope 
you can make it. 

Jonny pulls out his keys and hesitates by the door. He 
looks back at his apartment. 

JONNY (VO)
I can't make any promises.

Jonny leaves the apartment.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

Jonny drives with his windows down, smoking a cigarette. He 
flies by a sign that reads: LEAVING CITY LIMITS. A skyline 
of trees sits on the horizon ahead of him. 

There are almost no properties around him aside from a few 
farms and ranches. Jonny stays at a comfortable 90MPH on 
the main road, and comes to a dirt path that splits ahead.

Jonny peels to the right and thunders down the dirt road, 
kicking up a storm of dust behind him. 

INT. JONNY'S CAR – CONTINUOUS 

He drives a bit further and then slows until stopping all 
together. A heavy curtain of trees sits in front of him. 
Jonny idles in his car, knuckles white on the steering 
wheel. 

STATIC starts to crescendo as his breathing becomes more 
labored. 

A sudden HONK of a car catches his attention. Jonny jumps 
and looks in the rear view mirror. An old, rattling truck 
is waiting for Jonny to move. 

Jonny tosses his cigarette and edges his way forward. 
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EXT. FOREST ROAD – DAY 

Jonny drives carefully. He's once again all alone on the 
road. The trees are thick, and the dirt road is 
treacherously thin.

INT. JONNY'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Jonny is constantly glancing around his car, the windows 
still down. 

As he drives, he drums his fingers frantically. His knee 
begins to bob nervously.  

Too unnerved to drive in silence, Jonny flips on the radio. 
The signal is weak, and Jonny fiddles with the dial. 

JONNY
Come on, you piece of shit. Come on. 

He finally hits a rock station. It's still rife with 
static, but the music is distinguishable. Jonny leans back, 
visibly more relaxed. 

The rock music begins to fade in and out. That same demonic 
voice from 21 years ago starts to seep its way through the 
airwaves like poison. 

Jonny notices the voice. His eyes widen and he stares at 
the radio. The voice is getting louder. 

RADIO
(very faint)

Quantos... tremor est... fut... 
urus...

Jonny smacks the power button, shutting off the radio. He's 
hyperventilating.

He continues the drive in silence. 

EXT. SECLUDED MANSION – DAY

Jonny drives his dirty jalopy up to the front of the house. 
Two cars are already parked. One is a practical, black 
compact. The other is a sleek, silver sports car worth at 
least a cool million. 

Jonny sees the expensive car and rolls his eyes. He gets 
out and slams the door behind him. 
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INT. MANSION FRONT ROOM

The front door CREAKS open, echoing through the empty, 
dusty house. It's a massive place, with a spiral staircase 
leading up to the second and third floor.

At the foot of the staircase stands a woman in a pressed, 
three piece business suit. Her heels are sharp enough to 
kill someone. 39 year old JENNA ELLSWORTH. 

Jonny walks inside, and Jenna turns, her arms folded. 

JENNA
I thought you weren't coming. 

JONNY
Good to see you too, sis. 

Jonny lights up a cigarette. Jenna's face twists with 
disgust. 

JENNA
Can't you do that outside?

Jonny takes a drag. 

JONNY
When'd you get in?

JENNA
This morning. I drove all night 
after I heard the news. Do you know 
how he died?

JONNY
Didn't bother asking. 

JENNA
Heart failure.

JONNY
He had one of those?

Jenna glares and straightens up. 

JENNA
He changed a lot, you know. After 
you left.

JONNY
I find that hard to believe. 
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JENNA
Because you never gave him another 
chance.

JONNY
Why, so he could take another swing?

Jenna frowns sadly. Jonny takes another drag of his 
cigarette and looks around.

JONNY (CONT'D)
So... the asshole had to die to get 
me back, huh? 

The lawyer from the phone conversation approaches them--MR. 
GREEN. He's short and bald, with a well pressed suit. 

MR. GREEN
Ah, Mr. Ellsworth, I presume?

JONNY
“Jonny” is fine. 

MR. GREEN
Excellent. I am Mr. Green, we spoke 
on the phone this morning.

(to Jenna)
Are we expecting anyone else, Ms. 
Ellsworth?

JENNA
No, I don't think so. 

MR. GREEN
Really? No friends, relatives?

JONNY
Yeah, you ever met the guy? Our pops 
wasn't exactly the friendliest. 

Jenna restrains her frustration. 

JENNA
Our mother died when we were young. 
They were both only children. We're 
all that's left of the family name. 

MR. GREEN
I see. We might as well get started 
then. Please, follow me.
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Mr. Green leaves, and Jenna follows. Jonny takes one last 
drag of his cigarette before snubbing it out on the 
beautiful hardwood banister of the spiral staircase. He 
follows them.

INT. OFFICE STUDY

Most of the furniture has been covered with old tarps. 
Books collect dust on several shelves, and a creaky old 
globe sits forgotten in the corner. 

Mr. Green takes a seat behind the wide, mahogany desk. The 
Ellsworth siblings sit down in the two chairs in front of 
him. 

MR. GREEN
First, I would like to extend my 
condolences. I am so sorry for your 
loss.

JONNY
I'm not. 

JENNA
(hissing)

Jonny.

Mr. Green blinks, stunned. Jenna shakes her head. 

JENNA (CONT'D)
Thank you, Mr. Green. That means a 
lot. 

MR. GREEN
(flustered)

Erm... yes. 

Mr. Green opens up a binder and shuffles papers around 
awkwardly. 

MR. GREEN (CONT'D)
Here we are. Harold Ellsworth's last 
will and testament.

He pulls out a piece of paper and puts on a pair of reading 
glasses. 
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MR. GREEN (CONT'D)
(reading)

“I, Harold Ellsworth, being of sound 
mind and body, do hereby attest that 
the following is my final will, to 
be read before my children, Jonathan 
and Jenifer Ellsworth, my only 
descendants. For my oldest daughter, 
Jenna...”

Jenna straightens up, alert. 

MR. GREEN (CONT'D)
“...I leave the entirety of my net 
worth, my property in the Florida 
Keys, my collection of luxury 
vehicles, and my entire repertoire 
of Sommelier choice wine.” 

JONNY
(sarcastic)

What, that's all?

Jenna rolls her eyes loudly. 

MR. GREEN
“And to my youngest son, Jonny, I 
leave the Ellsworth family estate.” 

Jonny and Jenna both rear back, shocked. 

JONNY
What?

JENNA
Excuse me? What does Jonny get?

MR. GREEN
According to this, Jonny has just 
inherited the very house we're 
sitting in. 

There's a lengthy pause between the siblings. 

Without a word, Jonny gets up and heads directly to the old 
globe. He undoes a latch, and opens it to reveal a tray of 
old bourbon. 

Jonny pours a glass for himself and downs it without 
thinking.

JENNA
Are you absolutely sure about that? 
Is that really what it says?
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MR. GREEN
I'm reading it, clear as day, Ms. 
Ellsworth. 

Jonny pours himself another glass of bourbon.

JENNA
But there must be some mistake. 

Jonny rounds to his sister, drink in hand. 

JONNY
What? You want this shit hole too?

JENNA
Don't tell me you actually want--

JONNY
Of course I don't. But this makes 
sense, doesn't it? The day I packed 
my bags, you remember what I said? 

JENNA
(saddened)

Yes, of course I remember. That was 
the worst day of my life. 

JONNY
(malicious)

Was it? Well, you've always lead a 
charmed existence, sis. 

Jonny downs the second glass and puts it back onto the 
hidden globe bar. He turns to Mr. Green. He's furious.

JONNY (CONT'D)
I left home at eighteen. Before I 
did, I swore to the old man that 
he'd never get me back here for as 
long as I lived. Him giving me this 
place isn't a gift, it's a sick 
fucking joke. 

Jenna gets up and moves to comfort her brother. 

JENNA
I'm sure he didn't mean--

JONNY
Oh, are you sure? Just like how he 
didn't mean to knock out my teeth 
when I was five, or give me those 
nice little cigarette kisses when I 
was nine?
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Mr. Green awkwardly closes the will and begins to stand. 

MR. GREEN
Perhaps we should finish this at a 
later time...?

Jonny turns sharply and storms out of the room, slamming 
the door behind him. Jenna sighs, crestfallen, and 
addresses Mr. Green. 

JENNA
Let's just give him a little time to 
cool off. 

INT. JONNY'S CHILDHOOD BEDROOM – DAY 

Much like the office, almost everything in Jonny's bedroom 
is covered in tarps. A clock TICKS slowly on the dusty 
wall, and drapes loosely cover the window, keeping the 
whole place dimly lit. 

Jonny is staring at his room from the open door. He scans 
the room, unclear as to what he's looking for. 

Jonny walks in and pulls back the drapes. Blinding sunlight 
pours into the room, and Jonny squints away from it. 

He turns back around to the dusty bedroom and begins to 
remove the tarps. 

He uncovers a small drawing desk with decades old art 
supplies. A dusty Atari sits on the floor of his closet. A 
partially deflated basketball lays next to broken action 
figures at the foot of his bed. 

Kneeling in front of his bed, Jonny peers underneath it and 
sees the old, portable radio from his childhood. Sitting on 
the floor, he tries turning it on. The batteries are long 
since dead. 

Jonny leans up against his bedpost and sighs. The ghosts of 
his past are all around him, looming.

Jonny hesitates, staring at the radio. He gingerly starts 
turning the knob to 1219 FM. With a trembling finger, he 
flips the power switch--

Nothing happens. Jonny stares at the dead radio. In 
frustration, he throws it across the room. It hits a wall 
and the dead batteries pop out. It lands face up. 
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Jonny leaves the room and heads downstairs. Left alone, the 
radio suddenly switches on, and STATIC pours from the 
speakers.

EXT. SECLUDED MANSION – SUNSET

Jenna is next to her car, smoking a cigarette. A few 
smashed butts are on the ground by her high heels. She 
keeps nervously looking at the front door, waiting. 

The front door opens and out comes Jonny. Jenna puts out 
her cigarette and approaches. Jonny looks at his sister, 
skeptically. 

JONNY
Now who's got the bad habit?

JENNA
Listen. I know you don't want this 
house. I know that what dad put you 
through was... was tough.

JONNY
(snarky)

“Tough”?

JENNA
Don't let the feud you two had get 
in the way of this. It's a real 
opportunity, Jonny. 

JONNY
Opportunity for what? To relive my 
golden years?

JENNA
That isn't what I meant. 

JONNY
Clearly.

JENNA
Sell the house to me. I'll pay full 
price for it. And you can go off and 
get yourself a nice condo or... or 
whatever you want. You can move as 
far away as you would like, and 
you'll never have to come here 
again. 

Jonny looks behind him at the house. 
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JONNY
That's not a bad idea. Selling the 
house...

Jenna is visibly relieved. 

JENNA
Great. I'll have Mr. Green draw up 
the paperwork and--

Jonny turns to Jenna. 

JONNY
Oh, I won't be selling it to you.

Jenna is stalled. 

JENNA
What?

JONNY
I know some developers in the city. 
They've been wanting to expand out 
here for years. Probably pay me more 
than what it's worth.  

Jenna is horrified. 

JENNA
You can't sell our house to a 
developer! 

JONNY
I think, legally, I totally can. 

JENNA
Just because you and dad would never 
stop fighting--

JONNY
Boy, those blinders are on tight, 
aren't they?

JENNA
(desperate)

This is my home, too! You're not the 
only one who matters, here! 

JONNY
Oh, right, yeah, that's usually your 
role. 

Jenna is close to tears and is having difficulty 
restraining her emotions. She takes a deep breath. 
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JENNA
Jonny, this is serious. This is our 
family home, it means something. 
We've had it in the Ellsworth name 
for generations. 

JONNY
My God, you sound just like him. 

Jenna wipes angry tears away. 

JENNA
Please don't do this. Move wherever 
you want, live however you like but 
don't... Please don't...

Jonny is unfazed by his blubbering sister. He takes out a 
cigarette, lights it, and takes a nice, long smoke. 

JONNY
I've already sent the email, Jen. 
I'll be meeting up with him by the 
end of the week. With any luck, this 
place will be bulldozed into the 
ground come Christmas. 

Jonny gets into his car and starts it up. Having lost her 
father and now her family home, Jenna is beside herself 
with grief.

Jonny drives away. 

EXT. FOREST ROAD – NIGHT

Jonny's car skids along the dark, dirt road, scratchy radio 
blasting.

INT. JONNY'S CAR – CONTINUOUS 

Jonny is drumming along to the song and mumbling some 
lyrics. 

The static in his radio grows stronger. Interference starts 
to weaken the signal. 

Jonny groans and turns the knob. 

JONNY
Don't do this right now, come on...

He manages to get the signal back, and looks up to the 
road. 
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A white figure is standing in the middle of the road for a 
split second--long enough for Jonny to see it. 

Jonny freaks and turns his car sharply to avoid it. 

EXT. FOREST ROAD

Jonny's car SLAMS into a tree. The radio cuts off.

INT. JONNY'S CAR

Jonny whiplashes at the crash, and then sits in shock. He's 
shaky, and it takes a while before he can catch his breath.

Trembling, Jonny gets out of the car to see the damage.

EXT. JONNY'S CAR

The car is completely totaled. Smoke spills from the 
wrecked hood and its headlights flicker weakly from the 
crash. 

Jonny runs his hands through his hair. 

JONNY
Great.

Jonny takes out his phone. He has no signal. Jonny throws 
his hands in the air as if to ask “why me?”

Around him, familiar WHISPERS start to echo from the trees. 
Jonny notices immediately and whips around. No one is 
there--not even the mysterious white figure. 

JONNY (CONT'D)
Hello!?

Only whispers answer him. Jonny turns the flashlight on 
from his phone and points it into the trees. 

At first, he sees nothing. Only the dark shadows of the 
forest. Then, out of the corner of his eye, something 
moves. 

Jonny spins towards it with his light, but it isn't there. 
Jonny is shaking worse than before. Sweat is beading his 
forehead. 

JONNY (CONT'D)
Wh-whoever you are, this isn't 
fucking funny! You try anything and 
I'll—I have a gun, I'll shoot you! I 
swear I will!
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The whispers snicker gently in the wind. Jonny can barely 
hold his phone in his trembling grasp. He clutches it with 
both hands. 

From his car, the radio suddenly blasts MUSIC. 

Jonny jumps a foot in the air and turns back around. The 
car has died, but the radio is at full volume. 

Jonny puts away his phone and goes into his car. He slams 
the power button. The radio shuts off. 

It turns right back on. 

Jonny takes the keys out of the ignition and turns off the 
radio again. He's staring at it with baited breath. 

Once again, it turns on.

RADIO
Ad Satanas... qui laetificat... 
juventutem meam...

Jonny leaps backwards, mouth agape. The WHISPERS grow 
louder, and now, more dark figures move about in the trees 
behind him. 

Jonny whips back and forth, trying to decide what to do. 
The dark shadows grow larger, and move quicker. The 
whispers become even louder. 

INT. JONNY'S CAR

Jonny runs to his car and closes and locks the door. He 
shoves his key into the ignition and tries to start the 
car. It stalls. 

RADIO
Pone, diabolus, custodiam! Pone, 
diabolus, custodiam! 

JONNY
Please, please, please!

The car starts. Jonny throws it into reverse. Once free of 
the tree, Jonny puts it into drive and slams on the gas.

EXT. FOREST ROAD

The car skids forward just a few inches before it suddenly 
jolts to a stop. 
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INT. JONNY'S CAR

Panicked and confused, Jonny shoves his head out the window 
and looks around. 

EXT. FOREST ROAD

Black roots have burst from the ground and latched onto 
Jonny's tires and back bumper. 

INT. JONNY'S CAR

Jonny pulls his head back in and tries driving again. 

EXT. FOREST ROAD

The car tires squeal helplessly, but make no headway. 

INT. JONNY'S CAR

RADIO
Pone, diabolus, custodiam! PONE, 
DIABOLUS, CUSTODIAM!

Black roots suddenly bust out of the speakers of Jonny's 
car and latch onto his arms. 

Jonny SCREAMS and tries to pull away. More and more roots, 
like slimy tongues, grow and bind him there. 

Roots are growing on every inch of Jonny's car. They crawl 
through the open windows, up from the seats, and out of the 
air vents. 

Jonny continues to SCREAM, trying desperately to throw 
himself out of the window. Black roots curl up his neck and 
strangle him, while some slip into his open mouth and ears.

From inside the broken radio speakers, a hellish, red light 
glows sharply. 

Bound and gagged, Jonny is slowly dragged towards the radio 
as it chants over and over again:

RADIO
PONE, DIABOLUS, CUSTODIAM! PONE, 
DIABOLUS, CUSTODIAM!

Jonny is now inches away from the radio. His eyes are wide 
and bloodshot. The roots are squeezing so hard his skin is 
purpling. He is pulled closer, and closer still, and then-- 
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EXT. FOREST ROAD

Jonny's empty car jolts slightly, and the CAR ALARM goes 
off. It's completely devoid of roots and its driver. 

Jonny is gone. 

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. SECLUDED MANSION – DAY

Cleaning and furniture moving trucks are parked outside the 
Ellsworth mansion. Jenna's car is also visible. 

JENNA (OS)
Be careful with that, it's mahogany!

INT. MANSION FRONT ROOM – CONTINUOUS

The house is full of light and movement as workers paint, 
clean, and arrange furniture. Jenna is directing them like 
she owns the place. 

JENNA (CONT'D)
Don't you dare drop that painting, 
that's a Monet. Yes, put it up in 
the drawing room, thank you.

A small, elderly REALTOR woman with a clipboard approaches 
Jenna, all smiles. 

REALTOR
And how is everything, Ms. Ellsworth?

JENNA
Coming along, I suppose. Still 
waiting on the kitchen 
installations--

She suddenly turns her head. 

JENNA (CONT'D)
Careful, I said! Do you know how 
much that's worth!?

The Realtor checks her papers. 

REALTOR
And um, have you had any luck?

JENNA
(distracted)

Luck?
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REALTOR
You know. With your brother?

Jenna turns to her. 

REALTOR (CONT'D)
Mr. Green says he was included in 
the will, but he hasn't been able to 
contact him. 

JENNA
I can't say that I have.

REALTOR
Oh?

JENNA
Ma'am, my brother vanished from our 
property when he was ten years old. 
We haven't seen him since. For all 
we know, Jonny died alone in the 
woods.

The Realtor looks shaken. 

REALTOR
Oh, I see... I'm so sorry.

JENNA
It's all right. You didn't know. 

She turns and goes back to directing the workmen.

EXT. SECLUDED MANSION – DAY

The Realtor steps outside and shields her eyes from the 
daylight. One of the workers' trucks is parked, its windows 
rolled down completely. 

The Realtor pauses next to the door and admires the forest 
scenery. 

Behind her, the truck's radio snaps on. Faint STATIC seeps 
from the speakers. Heard through the white noise, a very 
soft voice is barely audible: 

VOICE
...help... help me...

CUT TO BLACK. 

 


