Del il ah
By Scott M| der

1.1.2006

Scott M I der

223 Harvard Ave. Apt. 10
Al |l ston, MA

02134

505- 660- 4941

scott ym@bu. edu



FADE | N:
EXT. STREET - HOUSE -- DAY

An ol di sh house, alnost CGothic, faded paint and chipped trim
around the dusty w ndows, set at the very end of a suburban
cul -de-sac, surrounded by houses imeasurably newer and
cleaner than it.

The ot her houses are all festooned with Hal | oween decorati ons.
Jack-o0'-lanterns sit on stoops. Paper skeletons hang in
wi ndows. Nyl on cobwebs w th rubber spiders hang from awni ngs.

Thi s house is unadorned, porch and wi ndows enpty. It is its
own Hal | omeen decoration, but it's doubtful many kids wll
be stopping here tonight. The yard is overgrown, overtaken
by weeds and crab grass. The drive is cracked. The porch
is splintered, sagging. The wi ndows are cold and dark.

An ol d station wagon with a shattered rear wi ndow and no
front wheels sits up on blocks on the far end of the drive.
Clearly, it hasn't run for years.

The sky above churns with dark, threatening clouds. A brisk
fall breeze plays with the fallen |eaves in the drive and on
t he sidewal k.

A smal |, dark sedan takes the turn at the end of the street
and approaches the house. It pulls into the driveway next
to the old station wagon.

The door opens and DELILAH, 17, steps out. She is pretty
but plain, with a baggy white bl ouse and a | ong, severe skirt.
Her hair is black, flowng |like tar across her thin shoul ders.

She goes to the back, opens the trunk, takes two | arge grocery
bags. She slans the trunk shut and heads for the house.

| NT. HOUSE - FRONT HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS
The phone is ringing.
A key rattles in the front door. After a second it sw ngs
open and Delilah conmes in, trying to take her keys and not
to drop her groceries.
Ri ng.
Ri ng.
CYNTH A (O S.)
(fromupstairs)
Del i I ah!

Delilah sets the groceries on a little oak table in the hal
and rushes for the kitchen.



Ri ng.

Ri ng.

I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN -- CONTI NUOUS

An ancient rotary-style phone hangs on the wall next to the
door. An answering machine rests on the stained formca
counter.

Ri ng.

Ri ng.

The machi ne picks up.

KAREN (Q. S.)
(on machi ne)
Hey, Delilah, it's Karen. | hate to

call at such short notice-
Delilah bursts into the kitchen.
CYNTH A (O S.)

Del i | ah!

KAREN (Q. S.)
-But Jordan just called in and said
she can't-

Delilah grabs the receiver.

DELI LAH
Karen. H . Sorry, | just got in.
(pause)
Ch no! Onh, | hope she's all right-

CYNTHIA (Q S.)
(rmuffled by the door)
Delilah! Goddamit!

DELI LAH
(ignoring her)
No, that's okay. | was comng in
anyway to bring a couple jack-o0'-
lanterns. \What tine?
(beat)
Okay. See you then.

She hangs up.

CYNTH A (O.S.)
Del i | ah!

Delilah closes her eyes, takes a deep breath.



CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Delilah! Were are you?

Opens her eyes.
I NT. HOUSE - CYNTH A'S BEDROOM -- MOMVENTS LATER

The door opens onto darkness. |Inside, battered antique
furniture and a huge four-poster bed. The curtains are drawn.

Delilah stands at the threshold, |ooking in.

DELI LAH
Monf

Arustle in the bed.

CYNTH A
(voi ce cracked)
Where were you?

DELI LAH
| had to run to the store. | told
you.

She conmes in and sits in a chair next to the bed.

CYNTHIA rolls over. She's mddle-aged, with |ong, stringy
bl ack hair and deep-set, hollow eyes. Her sallow skin is
beaded with sweat.

DELI LAH ( CONT' D)
How are you feeling?

Cynthia smles at her, weak.

CYNTHI A
My head. ..
DELI LAH
"Il get you some aspirin.
CYNTHI A
Del i | ah.
DELI LAH
What ?
CYNTHI A
I love you.
DELI LAH
I know, Mom | |ove you, too.
CYNTHI A

Del i | ah.



DELI LAH
Yeah, Mm

CYNTHI A
What tine is it?

DELI LAH
About ten thirty in the norning.
It's early. Go back to sleep

CYNTH A
Wio was on the phone?

DELI LAH
Karen, fromthe Children's Center.
They wanted to know if | could cone
in tonight. Jordan ate sone bad
nmeat and-

CYNTHI A
You' re not going.

DELI LAH
Mom | have-

Cynthia grabs at her arm Delilah jerks.

CYNTHI A
Goddammit, | told you to tell them

Delilah slowWy works her way out fromher nother's grip.

DELI LAH
Mom |'mnot having this argument-

CYNTHI A
(growi ng desperation)
What am | supposed to do while you're
gone? Huh? Huh? What-?

DELI LAH
Mom It's ny job. | have to go.
I[t"lIl only be for a couple hours.
She st ands.
Cynthia rolls over.
CYNTHI A
(muttered)
Little bitch.
DELI LAH
(unf azed)
That's right. 1'Il bring you your

pill.



She goes toward the door.
I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM -- DAY

Above the fireplace, surrounded by other franed photos: an
ornate, oval frane.

Init, Cynthia -- much younger and al nost pretty, sits at

t he beach next to her husband, DAVID. He's a |arge man,

with a strong, handsome face and kind eyes and a shock of
sandy brown hair. They both smle into the canera, shield
their eyes fromthe sun. Their skin is deeply tanned, ruddy.

Bet ween them Delilah, seven-years-old, smling through gapped
t eet h.

EXT. BEACH -- DAY - FLASHBACK

Seven-year-ol d Delilah screanms, excited as David tosses her
into the water. She surfaces a second |ater, |aughing.

Davi d | unges and dunks her beneath a wave. She squeals wth
del i ght.

I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN -- DAY - BACK TO PRESENT
Delilah finishes putting the groceries away.

Upstairs, a thunp. Her eyes flicker up once, then back to
the task at hand.

She throws the paper bags into the trash, opens a drawer and
takes two heavy work gloves. She slides themonto her hands
and goes for the back door.

EXT. BACK YARD -- MOMENTS LATER

Delilah strides across the |arge, unkenpt back yard toward a
greenhouse at the far end. The wind whistles through the
tall trees beyond.

I NT. GREENHOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

This is clearly Delilah's pride and joy. The inside is
mai ntained with a sense of purpose, a sense of |ove and care,
that is absent fromthe rest of the house.

Rows upon rows of vegetables line the soil ground. There
are tomat oes, radi shes, cucunbers, avocados, heads of cabbage,
onions, all sorts of squash.

Toward the back, isolated fromthe rest of the plants, is
one huge punpkin vine. Five punpkins -- each alnost perfectly
round, conpletely unblem shed -- hang fromit.

Delilah, shears in hand, stands there |ooking at the punpkins,
t hi nki ng.



Her eyes fall on one in the center, a little snmaller than
the others but just as perfect and symetrical. She kneels
beside it, takes her shears and cuts the stem

I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN -- DAY

Delilah sets the punpkin on the counter. She stands there
for a second staring at it. Thinking. Deciding. Finally
she opens a drawer and grabs a Sharpie.

She draws a little goblin face on the punpkin: slanted eyes,
j agged teeth, a hook nose. Steps back. Looks. Thinks.

She adjusts the corners of the nouth, making it nore of a
smle, less of a grimace. Now it's a happy goblin.

Satisfied, she puts the Sharpie away and grabs a serrated
bread knife fromthe drainer by the sink. She turns to the
punpkin, |owers the knife.

The punpkin starts to gl ow

She stops. Pulls the knife back.

The gl ow i s gone.

She stares at the punpkin. The happy goblin face stares
back at her, waiting.

She | owers the knife again.

The glow builds slowmy, flickering a bit like a candle. It
emts alittle electric hum

She pulls the knife back quickly. Her eyes are wi de,
unbel i evi ng.

The gl ow i s gone.

She lowers the knife for a third tine. It glows. Determned,
she brings the knife down slowy, with a shaking hand, toward
the stem It grows brighter. The humranps up to a soft,
desper at e whi ne.

She touches the skin with the tip of the bl ade.

The |ight around the punpkin pops like a light bulb, shooting
an electric charge up the knife blade and into her hand.

She shrieks and junps back, dropping the knife. It hits the
[inoleumwith a clatter.

She stands there, panting, and | ooks down at her hand. There
is a deep, burned, pussy groove across her palm

She | ooks down at the knife. The blade is twi sted, the
pl astic handl e nelted, bubbling.



She turns to the sink, bunps on the faucet, shoves her hand
under the cold water. She hisses as the water hits the burn,
but holds it there.

She | ooks over her shoul der at the punpkin.

The glow is gone. The goblin face grins up at her, teeth
bar ed.

INT. HOUSE - DELILAH S BEDROOM -- NI GHT - FLASHBACK

Delil ah, seven, sits on her bed, covers drawn up to her chin.
She stares, frightened, at the bedroom door.

It is open a crack. A slimwedge of light falls fromthe
hal | way into the room

Qut side, a thunp. Another.

Heavy boot steps.

Mur nur ed voi ces, tense and angry.

Si | ence.

The sl amof wood agai nst wood.

An angry, masculine shout.

Delil ah shivers.

Boot steps in the hall, followed by whispery little footsteps.
Angry murnurs, one male, one female.

Shadows drift beyond the door. The footsteps recede down
the stairs.

Delilah stares.

The murmurs rise to unintelligible shouts. Finally, the
front door opens and sl ans cl osed.

Si | ence.
Delilah stares.
I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN -- DAY - BACK TO PRESENT

Delilah sits i

in a kitchen chair, clutching her injured hand.
It's wapped in

a towel .
She stares at the punpkin.

Moment s.



She stands, goes to the drawer, pulls out another knife.
She turns to the punpkin, stops.

It smles at her, buried threat hiding just under the goofily
jovial face.

She takes a tentative step forward, raises the knife. Ever
so slowy, she extends it toward the punpkin.

Not hi ng.

CYNTH A (O.S.)
Del i | ah!

The kni fe bl ade wavers.
Still nothing.

She cl oses her eyes, turns her head away, touches the punpkin
with the tip of the knife.

It rocks a little on the counter, nothing nore.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Del i | ah!

She opens her eyes, |ooks at the punpkin, thinks.
She touches it again.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Delilah! Were are you?

Delilah takes a deep breath. She |ooks at the punpkin.

Beat .

She steps forward with sudden determ nation, grabs the stem
jabs the knife into the top. Panting with exertion, she
makes a circle around the stemand pulls the top off. A
string of gristle and punpkin seeds follows. She tosses the

top into the sink, shoves her hand down into the nmuck with a
squel ch.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Del i | ah!

She pulls out nore ropy tendrils and tosses theminto the

si nk, shoves her hand back, grabs nore, tosses theminto the
si nk.

Agai n.

Agai n.

Again. ..



She st ops.
Beat .

She | ooks down at her hand, buried deep in the punpkins
i nnar ds.

She draws her fist out slowy, opens it.

She | ooks, incredul ous, at the thing in her palm She hol ds
it up to the light.

A gol d weddi ng ring.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Del i | ah!

She sets the ring on the counter, stares at it for another
second, goes back to the punpkin.

She | ooks i nsi de.

More ropy tendrils, seeds. And something, buried in the
nmess, deep down at the bottom

She reaches in and pulls it out. Holds it up to the Iight.
A human finger bone.
She screans and throws it into the sink
I NT. HOUSE - CYNTHI A'S BEDROOM -- DAY
Cynthia rolls over in bed. She is panting, sweaty, in pain.
CYNTHI A
(weak)
Del i I ah!

The door opens and Delilah cones in.

CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
Oh, oh honey, oh Delilah...

Delilah sits. Her face is strangely blank, far away.

CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
Oh, Delilah, ny head, | need-

DELI LAH
Do you want a drink?

Cynthia stares at her, thankful.

CYNTHI A
Can | ?



10.

DELI LAH
Okay. How about sone Scotch?

CYNTHI A
(desperate)
Yes. Pl ease.

DELI LAH
Where's the bottl e?

Cynthia stares at her.

CYNTHI A
VWha. .. ?

DELI LAH
Wiere's the bottle, Mon? | can't
get you a drink if you don't tell ne
where you hid it.

Beat .

CYNTHI A
You won't be nmd?

Delilah smles.

DELI LAH
No, Mom | won't be mad.

CYNTHI A
It's in the spare bedroom cl oset.
Under daddy's ol d sl eeping bag.

DELI LAH
kay.

Cynthia reaches out for Delilah, takes her hand.

CYNTH A
Ch, Delilah, thank you...

Delilah | ooks down at the w thered, cronish hand cl utching
her own.

On the ring finger, a twinkling gold band. The twin of the
one bel ow.

DELI LAH
(soft)
["11 be right back.

She jerks her hand away and stands.



11.
INT. HOUSE - SPARE BEDROOM CLOSET -- DAY

The closet is piled wwth debris, remmants of a past life. A
man's shoes. An old suit. A fishing pole and tackle box.
Miuch nore.

A heavy, noth-eaten Arny-issue sleeping bag sits on the floor.

Delilah lifts it away. Under it, twnkling in the dimlight,
a half-enpty bottle of Scotch

I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM -- DAY - FLASHBACK

Cynthia sits in a chair across from seven-year-old Delil ah.
I ce clinks in the Scotch glass in her hand.

CYNTHI A
(slightly slurred)
Daddy' s gone, Delilah. He's not
com ng back

Delilah stares at her, speechless.
CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
He ... I'msorry, baby, but he doesn't
| ove us anynore.
She reaches out, clunsily strokes Delilah's hair.
CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
We're better off wi thout him
(beat)
| promse ... I'll always take care
of you.
Smi | es.
I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN -- DAY - BACK TO PRESENT

Al five punpkins sit on the counter, tops renoved, innards
denol i shed.

Delilah sits at the table, staring down.

In front of her: a skeletal hand, pieced together |ike a
jigsaw puzzle.

Delilah stares.
EXT. BACK YARD -- AFTERNOON

Delilah tronps across the yard toward the greenhouse, shovel
i n hand.



12.
| NT. GREENHOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER
Delilah is knee deep in the hole. She digs feverishly,
favoring her good hand, chips her way past the punpkin vine's
roots. The soil is soft.

She pants, tosses a shovel-full of dirt off to the side,
stabs again at the ground.

Hi ts sonet hi ng.
She stops. Kneels.

Sonet hing hard and gray, tangled deep in the roots. She
brushes dirt away.

A grinning skull. A deep, vicious crack above the left eye.

She pulls nmore dirt away, finds vertebrae, shoul der bl ades,
a rib cage.

I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM -- DAY

The photo above the nmantl e.

CLOSE ON: David's hand on Delilah's shoul der.
The shiny gold wedding ring.

I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN -- DAY

Delilah trudges in, exhausted, drops her weight into the
chair.

She's filthy, streaked with soil. Her hair lies |linp and
stringy on her shoul ders.

She | ooks at the punpkins.
Beat .

She gags suddenly, lurches to her feet and stunbl es over
toward the sink. She heaves, but nothing conmes out.

CYNTH A (O.S.)
Del i | ah!

She heaves.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Del i | ah!

She squeezes her eyes shut.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
DELI LAH



13.
DELI LAH
(sudden rage)
SHUT ' luuuuuUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUPR

The last word cycles up into a shriek. She stops, suddenly,
shocked at herself, opens her eyes.

Silence fromupstairs.

Delilah's eyes fall onto the wedding ring. She stares at it
for a long, long tine.

CYNTH A (O.S.)
Del i | ah!

W thout thinking, Delilah grabs the wedding ring and slips
it down over her ring finger. It is far too |arge, wobbles
precariously.

The crackl e of electricity.

Del il ah gasps in sudden pain and falls to her knees. She
tries to pry the ring off her finger.

She wat ches, horrified, as her hand swells. Course, dark
hair sprouts fromthe knuckl es.

CYNTH A (O S.) (CONT' D)
Del i | ah!

Delilah convul ses, falls onto her back as her jaw cracks,
reforms itself into sonething new

She opens her mouth, far wider than it should go, and screans.
I NT. HOUSE - CYNTHI A' S BEDROOM - - DAY

Cynthia sits up, staring at the open door, the Iit hallway
beyond.

Monment s.
CYNTHI A
(soft)
Delil ah?
Not hi ng.
CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
Honey? Are you okay?
Not hi ng.

Then: a heavy footstep on the stair.

Cynthia shrinks down in bed.



14.

Anot her f oot st ep.

Anot her .

Anot her .

A shadow falls in the hall.

CYNTH A ( CONT' D)
Del i | ah?

A large FIGURE steps into the doorway, silhouetted in the
l'i ght.

Cynt hi a gasps.
The figure steps into the room

It's David. He wears Delilah's skirt and bl ouse, now ri pped
and bul gi ng around his nassive shoul ders. A ragged towel
hangs from one hand.

In the other: a carving knife.
H's hair is long, stringy, black. Delilah's hair.

DAVI D
Hi, Cynthi a.

She whi npers.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Been a long tine.

He grins, show ng rows upon rows of inpossible white teeth.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
| woul da dropped by sooner, but |'ve
had a bit of a headache.
(touches the spot
above his left eye)
You under st and.

She opens her nouth, tries to say sonmething. Al that she
can produce are a few dry clicks deep in her throat.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
["mcurious ... what did you do with
t he hamer ?
She stares.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
Did you keep it? O did you bury
it, too?

He takes anot her step.



15.

CYNTHI A
(strangl ed)
Where's Delil ah?

David smles. Teeth flash.
DAVI D
Don't you worry about her, Cynthia.
Delilah's just taking a little nap
ri ght now.
(beat)
W have plenty of tine to catch up
He rai ses the knife.

DAVI D ( CONT' D)
We have all the tine in the worl d.

He | oons over her.
She screans.
FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
EXT. STREET - HOUSE -- N GHT
The house is dark.
Two KIDS, one wearing a Darth Vader costume, the other a

cowboy outfit, stand at the end of the drive, staring up at
it.

DARTH VADER
Go on.
CONBOY
No.
DARTH VADER
Go on, you pussy. Ring the doorbell
CONBOY
No!
(beat)
There's no one hone, anyway.
(beat)
They don't even have a jack-o0'-
| ant ern.
DARTH VADER

What ever. Pussy.

The cowboy | ooks at him annoyed.



16.

CONBOY
Fine! This is stupid.

He turns, goes up the drive. As he approaches the porch, he
slows. Stops. Turns around.

Dart h Vader stands down on the sidewal k. He gestures for
t he cowboy to conti nue.

The cowboy turns back. Hi's breathing is ragged, frightened.
I nside the house, a phone is ringing.

He takes anot her step.

Ri ng.

St ep.

Ri ng.

St ep.

Ri ng.

The porch light cones on. The cowboy stops. He's at the
foot of the stairs now.

Dart h Vader giggl es.

The front door opens and Delilah steps out, smling. She's
all cleaned up, wearing a pretty blue blouse and a bl ack
skirt.

DELI LAH
Oh!
(beat)
Hi .
The cowboy stands there, speechless.

DELI LAH ( CONT' D)
N ce costune.

CONBOY
(nervous)
Tr...trick or treat.

She smiles at him sweet as can be.
DELI LAH
Conme on up here and I'Il give you
sone candy.

The cowboy opens his nmouth, doesn't say anything.



17.

DELI LAH ( CONT' D)
Cone on.

She di sappears back into the house.

The cowboy throws one furtive glance over his shoul der at
Darth, then goes up the steps.

Delil ah reappears, candy bow in hand.

DELI LAH ( CONT' D)
Here you go.

He reaches into the bow, grabs a handful of candy, then
runs.

She stands there, smling, watching himgo. Their pounding
footsteps and Darth's giggles drift up to her.

She sets the candy bow down, then reaches down and grabs
sonet hing el se:

Cynthia's head, carved out, eyes mssing, still dripping
bl ood fromthe ragged stunp of the neck.

She kneels, sets it on the porch, takes a candle from her
pocket, lights it, sets it down in the head.

The flanme flickers in the hollow sockets of Cynthia's eyes.

Delilah, still smling, stands and goes back inside, shutting
t he door gently behind her.

FADE TO BLACK
THE END
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