FADE IN:

EXT. NORTHERN PENNSYLVANIA - DAY

An overcast glaze paints a mountainous skyline.  Polluted lakes, bloodcurdling woodlands, and wary townships remain stagnant, just waiting for the slightest stir to awaken the "beast" within...

INT. BRICK ABODE - NIGHT

A charming dwelling, adorned with quirky antiques, jars of sweets, and one of a kind curios.

An overbearing GRAND PIANO takes a quarter of the LIVING ROOM hostage.

Sitting at the piano bench, MARTHA TOWNSEND, 50's, set apart by gentle features, a well-coiffed hairdo, and a slight figure, taps on the PIANO KEYS with her fingertips.

An unmistakably human SHAPE lies covertly beneath the massive grand piano.

A haunting MELODY resonates.

EXT. FARMER'S MARKET _ DAY

A CADILLAC pulls into a decrepit lot...

Martha steps out of the automobile and shuffles towards the dilapidated marketplace.  As she does so...

...a vile gangly old lady, GERTRUDE, unclothed and completely exposed, emerges from behind a massive refuse bin.

GERTRUDE has a long white MANE down to her waist, revolting facial AGING LIVER SPOTS, and cataract beset EYES.

Martha recoils as she is taken back by the anomaly...

OLD LADY

They're playing with your future!

Martha covers her face, quickly passes by the aged kook, and hurries inside the market...

INT. FARMER'S MARKET - CONTINUOUS

An old-fashioned MARKET marred by obnoxious FRUIT FLIES.

A stale SALAD BAR with shriveled greens, blemished fruits, and cold potato soup occupy the rear, while recently shorn "FLOWERS FOR SALE" stand in tall glass vases at the front.

Behind the register, a grimy STOREOWNER DARREN, 50's, slouches while picking at dry skin on the rim of his nose.  A sweat stained wife beater, greasy ruffled hair, and facial scruff complete the uninviting façade.

A BELL chimes!

Martha enters.

STOREOWNER

Don't touch!

(beat)

You touch, you buy!

Martha shoots the Storeowner a wary glance.

She chooses two of the liveliest SUNFLOWERS, and carries them over to the register.

The Storeowner begins to wrap them.

MARTHA

Thank you.

When he finishes, the Storeowner pauses and ogles Martha with pestering eyes.

STOREOWNER

Do I know you?

Martha timidly shakes her head, "no."

STOREOWNER

What's your name?

Martha's glance lowers...

MARTHA

I apologize but I'm in a rush.  It's my daughter's Birthday.

STOREOWNER

That's an awfully long name.  How about I just call you "Doll"?

Martha quickly empties her pockets, drops a fistful of change on the counter, and rushes towards the exit.

The Storeowner viciously barks after her...

STOREOWNER

Don't you leave!

EXT. FARMER'S MARKET - CONTINUOUS

Martha hurries to open the front door of her aging Cadillac, and stumbles inside.

INT. CADILLAC - CONTINUOUS

Martha takes a moment for a deserved deep breath.

BANG!

The Storeowner slams his hand on the driver's side window.

Martha leaps in her seat as she emits a frightened chirp.

STOREOWNER

Can't let you leave...

(beat)

...without these.

The Storeowner cheats a sly smirk as he reveals the two sunflowers.

The undressed HAG wades amidst the junkyard in the background.

Martha glances at the knob to open the driver's side window.

The Storeowner patiently waits.

Does she open it?

She starts to...

...stops.

An icy stare between the two.

One last beat.

She cautiously continues to roll the window downward.

The Storeowner hands over the sunflowers.

STOREOWNER

Wish Hope a happy one for me.

Martha's expression turns dark.  Her upper lip quivers.

MARTHA

How did you know her name?

STOREOWNER

You told me...

(beat)

...inside.

As her brows furrow, Martha opens her mouth to ask a question, but seemingly reconsiders as she starts the ignition.

The Storeowner smirks as Martha drives off.

EXT. BRICK ABODE - DAY

Martha pulls her Cadillac into a narrow driveway.

She eases out of her vehicle while wincing with the joint pain that accompanies the stress of aging and life.

As Martha inches slowly towards her door...

CHARLIE(O.S.)

Martha!

A jittery Martha swings her head to reveal...

CHARLIE LONGFELLOW, 60's, your classic jovial neighbor.  A wide smile, dark hair peppered with gray, and slacks hanging slightly below the belly button, all scream harmless and affable.

Martha's face turns red, as she beams.

MARTHA

Hi, Charlie.

CHARLIE

I was thinking...

Beat.

MARTHA

Thinking?

CHARLIE

Last week.  I never properly thanked you for watching over my tomato garden.

Charlie chuckles.

MARTHA

No, Charlie!  You've already thanked me more times in a minute than I've been thanked my entire life.

CHARLIE

Just words.  How about dinner?  Or lunch?  Do you have a preference?

Martha's face reddens even more.

MARTHA

Either.

CHARLIE

Then both. We'll make a day out of it.  Right.  I'll be seeing you, Martha.

Martha continues towards her home, laughing...

INT. BRICK ABODE - CONTINUOUS

Martha ambles inside, as she places the sunflowers behind her back.

MARTHA

Hope?

At the top of the corner stairwell, the attic door is open.  A ladder spills down, leading to the abyss above.

A spine tingling shiver shoots down Martha's back.

MARTHA

Honey?

Still no response.

She wanders back into the main living area.

Martha notices a NOTE pinned under an empty vase on the GRAND PIANO.

She moseys over, lifts the vase, and reads the note...

"DOWN IN CELLAR"

EXT. CELLAR - MOMENTS LATER

Outside the brick abode, on the edge of a side porch, a WOODEN CELLAR DOOR covers a raised square construction, seemingly leading to an underground CELLAR.

Martha grimaces as she bends her knees and lowers her back in order to grasp the handle.

She uses both hands to pull...

It won't budge.  It's locked from the inside.

Martha tries once more.  A harder tug.  No luck.

MARTHA

Hope?

No response.

A slight whimper emanates from within the cellar.

Martha presses her ear against the cellar door.  She can hear an unintelligible whisper.

MARTHA

Hope!

Martha retracts her ear as she pushes her face against the wooden grating, peering through the cellar door cracks.

Her gaze is abruptly met with...

a BLOODSHOT EYE peering back from within.

Martha jerks backwards.

HOPE

Mommy?

Martha places her hand over her mouth, as she composes herself.

MARTHA

Open the door, Hope.

No movement.  Martha shouts...

MARTHA

Hope!  Open this door!

Hope's EYE from within the cellar moves its gaze onto the sunflowers sitting next to Martha.

HOPE

Are those for me?

INT./EXT. CELLAR - CONTINUOUS

A quivering and shadowed HOPE, 20's, peers through the cellar door cracks. A fresh SCAR marks her chin.

Engulfed in darkness and shadows, only a flickering light bulb allows fleeting glimpses of Hope Townsend.

Martha slips her fingers through a crack.  Hope touches the tips with her cheek.

The blood drains from Martha's face, as if she is aware of the drastic possibility at hand.

MARTHA

Honey?

HOPE

You're home early.

MARTHA

Were you in the attic, Hope?

(beat)

Your father locked it for a reason.

HOPE

You never answered if those sunflowers were for me.

Martha begins to breathe heavily.

MARTHA

Were you in the attic, Hope?!

HOPE

Are they a birthday gift?  Can I smell them?

MARTHA

Stop it!

Pause.

HOPE

I found the key.

Martha freezes.  Sheer terror washes her face.

Martha hobbles to her feet.  She dashes off...

SCENE 11 OMITTED

INT. ATTIC - CONTINUOUS

Shades of Hell.  DUST motes dance in the muted light coming from a grimy window.  SPIDER WEBS dangle from wooden beams and effortlessly enshroud aging furniture, partially covered in soiled sheets.

Discarded lamps, moldy piles of books, and boxes stuffed with overflowing mementos struggle for space on the floor.

Martha stumbles through the clutter.  She stops.  Gasps for air.  Tilts her head upward to REVEAL...

an EMPTY SHOTGUN HOLDER.

Her jaw drops to the floor.

SCENE 13 OMITTED

INT./EXT. CELLAR - CONTINUOUS

Hope continues an eerie garbled monologue.  She stops to stare at the sunflowers, lying on the other side of the cellar door.

Her view is abruptly obstructed by Martha, who falls back on her knees above.

Martha opens her mouth, but no words come out.

She closes her eyes.  Takes a deep breath. Opens them.

MARTHA

Honey, Baby...

HOPE

I'm not alone.

(beat)

There's a Man.

MARTHA

Don't do this.

HOPE

I can see him, Mom.

MARTHA

I cannot lose another member of this family.

HOPE

(beat)

He's smiling.

MARTHA

Hope?

Pause.  Martha bursts into laughter.

MARTHA

Enough.  Come on out now.  This is one of your ideas, isn't it?

Beat.

MARTHA

If this is one of your ideas to make me feel more alive...  Well, it worked.

HOPE

No.

Martha giggles.

MARTHA

Come on out now, Hon. It's over.

HOPE

Go inside, Mom.

MARTHA

Hope, you're scaring me.

Hope's wobbly hands place the mouth of a SHOTGUN into her own.

When she does so...

GAG!

Hope coughs and gags, forcing her to retract the weapon.

MARTHA

Hope!

Hope instead places an unsteady shotgun under her quivering chin.

HOPE

Mom?

MARTHA

Yes, Baby?

HOPE

If you go inside, and wait for me, I promise I'll be in soon.

Silence.

MARTHA

No, Hope.

HOPE

I promise, Mom!  Just go inside. I'll be in shortly.

MARTHA

I don't believe you!

HOPE

Play the piano for me. Please? Like you used to.

MARTHA

If I do...will you open this door?

HOPE

Yes.

MARTHA

Promise me, Hope!

HOPE

I swear.

Martha whimpers as she scurries off.

INT. BRICK ABODE - MOMENTS LATER

Martha sits down at the grand piano.  Tears fall onto the pearl white keys.  She begins to play...

INT. CELLAR - CONTINUOUS

The grand piano echoes in the distance.

Hope smiles as she begins to twirl, shotgun still lodged under her chin...

INT. BRICK ABODE - CONTINUOUS

Martha continues to play, as her tension feeds into the ferocity and intensity of her concerto.

INT. CELLAR - CONTINUOUS

Hope continues to pirouette under the flickering bulb, as she hums with the melody.

INT. BRICK ABODE - CONTINUOUS

Like a proficient pianist, Martha creates a gripping tension with the touch of her fingers.  Until...

BANG!  A shotgun blast.

Martha's piece comes to a halt, fingers squeezing down on a discordant and strident note.

She dashes off.

INT./EXT. CELLAR - MOMENTS LATER

Martha hurls herself on top of the cellar door.

MARTHA

No!

Silence. Pause.

Hope grinds her face against the cracks.  She's alive, yet her EAR has been mangled as blood trickles down her cheek.  She missed.

HOPE

I tried.

Martha viciously and stubbornly pulls on the cellar door, only to be thwarted by the lock.

MARTHA

Hope!  Open the door this minute!

Martha stops her attack and catches her breath.

A hush.

Martha clenches her teeth.

MARTHA

I call your bluff.

Once again, Martha hops to her feet, turns her back to the cellar door, and slowly begins to pace away until...

CLICK!

Cock of the shotgun.

Martha swings back...

...and slams on the cellar with her fist.

MARTHA

I am your Mother!  This decision does not belong to you!

HOPE

But it does.

MARTHA

There are more lives here at stake than your own, you selfish-

HOPE

I'm sorry.

Martha's head darts from side to side.  She spots Charlie in the distance. She yells...

MARTHA

Charlie!  Help me!

He doesn't hear her, but he notices Martha.  He smiles, waves, and goes on with his garden work.

HOPE

It's too late.

Martha just about chokes on her own hysterical sobs. Hope becomes teary.

MARTHA

I hate you!

HOPE

I know that's not true.

Martha calms herself.

MARTHA

If you do this, Hope...Mark my words.  If you do this, I will follow suit.  You do this to yourself, you do this to both of us.

Hope begins to shake.  The tip of the shotgun rattles against the cellar door.

Light continues to flicker.

Martha lies on top of the cellar hatch, her back towards Hope.  She peers upward towards the sky above.  A cold trance falls upon her.

MARTHA

It's your birthday, Baby.  Come inside.  I have a present for you.  But only if you come inside.

Beat.

Martha bursts into laughter.

MARTHA

I know you too well. Why, when your father passed, did you insist on moving in with me? You knew your brother wasn't up to the task.  I highly doubt you believe he's ready now.

No response.

MARTHA

Hope, tell me, what do you think of Charlie Longfellow?  Charming, isn't he?

Still silent.

MARTHA

He asked me out to dinner, you know.  Maybe you could help me pick out a dress?  Or even add beads to my red evening gown?  You once told me I reminded you of Judy Garland when I wore that dress.  Do you remember that?

HOPE

Mom?

MARTHA

Yes, Honey?

HOPE

The sunflowers are beautiful...

A sickening silence.  A whisper...

HOPE

...and beware of the experiment.

BANG!

Residue of the shotgun blast lingers in the air.

Martha turns on her front and peers through a crack in the cellar door...

MARTHA

Hope?  Hope!?  Hope!

Flickers of light illuminate Hope, lying in a pool of her own blood.
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