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EXT. GRAVEYARD - DUSK

Vast and old, with big mossy trees and grass just this side
of overgrown. Most gravestones are simple uprights.

There's no one around but CATE (37), thoughtful, eccentric,
determined not to be undone by impending middle age.

She places a bouquet of flowers on a grave with quiet
respect. Propriety observed, she picks up a shovel and DIGS…

INT. CATE'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Dusty sweat streaks Cate's forehead and neck. She washes
dirt off of her hands.

INT. CATE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Atop a bookshelf is an array of curios - shells, crystals,
statues, religious iconography and other oddities.

Among them, Cate sets down a small, clear glass bell which
protects the digit bones of a human finger.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL INTERSECTION - DAY

Cate walks up and presses the crosswalk button.

EXT. LIBRARY - DAY

Cate walks up the steps and into the library.

INT. LIBRARY RESERVATION STACKS - DAY

With gloves on, Cate disperses an armload of books and DVDs
onto the shelves. Each item has a paper receipt with the
name of the person who has reserved it.

A bit voyeuristic, Cate leafs through them. Who is reading
about communicable diseases? Central African history?
Childhood loss?

INT. LIBRARY MAIN ROOM - DAY

Behind the check-out desk, Cate scans a book for a CUSTOMER.
Not her favorite part of the job.



CATE
Looks like you have a late fee.

CUSTOMER
A late fee?

CATE
For The Sound and The Fury.

CUSTOMER
I returned that.

CATE
You returned it late.

CUSTOMER
You guys charge late fees?

CATE
It's part of the agreement you signed
to get your library card.

CUSTOMER
I thought the library was free.

CATE
It's only fifty cents.

CUSTOMER
to another customer( )

The library charges a late fee, did
you know that? Unreal.

The other customer ignores them.

CATE
You had the book for six months.

CUSTOMER
a beat( )

It's not a fast read!

Cate just wants to walk away, but she can't.

EXT. CATE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Cate traverses the parking lot.

At the building's main entrance, a couple of people converse
on the porch. Cate alters her trajectory and heads for the
side entrance.
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INT. CATE'S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Kicked back, Cate reads a leather-bound old book on the
couch. A world atlas lies open nearby.

Loud but muted, GUNFIRE on TV upstairs interrupts the quiet.
Excited VOICES ensue. Unable to focus, Cate sets down her
book.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY

Cate walks past lovely old houses.

EXT. HIP BAR - NIGHT

Cate walks along and opens the door to a crowded bar.

EXT. HIP BAR PATIO - NIGHT

Not as crowded out here. At a picnic table, Cate waits with
a half-drunk cocktail.

She glances at her watch. Sips her drink. Checks her phone.

Over it. She gets up to leave, takes a few steps… then sits
back down and waits.

STEFAN (30s), charming and insincere, walks out from the bar
with a beer in hand. He sees Cate and joins her.

STEFAN
Cate, hey! It's great to finally meet
you.

CATE
Hey.

STEFAN
I'm so sorry I'm a little late. My
ride wasn't on time, of course.

CATE
Oh, gotcha.

STEFAN
I really wanted to make a good first
impression. Normally, I'm never late.

CATE
Well… it happens.
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STEFAN
Yeah. I love your jacket, your whole
get-up. You look great.

CATE
Thanks.

He takes a drink.

CATE (cont'd)
You got a beer?

STEFAN
a beat( )

I figured I was late, you probably
already had a drink… it only took
like, thirty seconds.

CATE
But you're almost half an hour late.

STEFAN
Next round's on me. Rest of the
rounds are on me.

CATE
I told you I hate this kind of thing.

STEFAN
No, no. I swear it'll never happen
again.

CATE
You told me you'd be different.

STEFAN
I am. Please let me make it up to
you.

She wants to give him a chance.

CATE
Why didn't you text me?

STEFAN
I didn't think I'd be this late.

CATE
But once you knew you were this late,
why didn't you text me?

STEFAN
Can we just start over? Please?

(MORE)
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a beat( )
STEFAN (cont'd)

I'm Stefan, it's really really great
to meet you-

CATE
You're not even going to make up an
excuse?

STEFAN
Is it that big a deal?

Cate GULPS down the rest of her drink, gets up and walks
away. Stefan pulls out his smartphone and sips his beer;
already moved on.

INT. CATE'S BATHROOM - NIGHT

Candles flicker. In the tub, Cate stares at the cheap wall
tiles. A faint sound of WATER DRAINING. With her foot, Cate
toggles the drain OPEN and CLOSED a few times, but the faint
TRICKLE continues.

INT. CATE'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

A calendar hangs on the wall in the kitchen. Cate crosses
off another day, then flips forward a few months to where
the day of the summer solstice is circled.

EXT. WOODED PARK - DAY

Volunteers with day-glo safety vests, gloves, and garbage
bags are on cleanup detail. Cate is among them.

EXT. WOODED PARK HOMELESS CAMP - DAY

Cate picks up a trail of garbage that leads to a homeless
man, WAYNE (50s).

CATE
Sorry, doing some cleanup.

WAYNE
Oh hey. I apologize for the mess.
Thank you.

He's drunk or has some sort of mental issue, maybe both.

CATE
No problem.
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WAYNE
Trying to avoid the traffic, you
know? It is… I apologize. My name's
Wayne, hey.

He holds out his hand. Cate shakes it.

CATE
I'm Hecate.

WAYNE
Heck-a-me? Ha ha! Heck-a-you, hey.

CATE
No… Hecate. Or Cate. Cate's easier.

WAYNE
a beat( )

Ohhhh. Cool. That is cool.

Cate puts some garbage in her bag and shrugs.

WAYNE (cont'd)
FUCK!!!

His outburst surprises both of them.

WAYNE (cont'd)
self-conscious( )

Fuck.

He hurries away.

EXT. WOODED PARK - DAY

The volunteers wrap up their operation. LEAH (20s)
approaches Cate.

LEAH
Hey, Matthew and I are gonna hit
happy hour over on Belmont if you
want to join.

CATE
Oh… thanks, but I can't.

LEAH
All right. Well… see you next month.

Leah walks off. Cate wrestles with the idea.
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CATE
to Leah( )

You know… I can make it work. I'll
come out for a drink, sure.

LEAH
Right on!

Cate's anxious, but proud of herself.

EXT. BAR PATIO - DAY

MATTHEW (20s), Leah, and Cate at a table together with
drinks.

MATTHEW
We're focused on getting this bracket
right or the whole thing falls apart.
Deeker's got the nail gun a few feet
away, and it's jammed, so he's trying
to figure it out, but he barely knows
how to use the thing. I look up at
him, he's looking at the nail gun,
and it's pointed right at us. I'm
just about to say something, my lips
are parting to tell him to point that
thing away, and- PA-PA-POP! It fires
right at us. My adrenaline shoots
through the roof. Deeker looks at me,
and I'm just fucking agape, my face
is just a mask of fucking horror. My
body scans itself for nails and I'm
pretty sure I haven't been hit, so I
look up and everyone else is frozen
in the same terror-

The sound of his voice fades into SILENCE as Cate listens to
his story. She laughs with Leah as he finishes.

LEAH
How about you, Cate? What's your
craziest work story?

Anxiety kicks in. Cate is like a deer in headlights.

CATE
I don't know… Uh…

a beat( )
Hm. There was… this guy, regular
customer at the library, but he only
ever checked out one thing at a time.

7.



LEAH
Must be some way creepy dudes you've
gotta deal with.

MATTHEW
Super creepy.

CATE
Yeah, but… Well this guy… wasn't
creepy, but he was very timely;
always kept things exactly two weeks.
I don't know why I kind of fixated on
that, but I kind of did for a while,
and I realized that everything he
checked out was in alphabetical
order. Like, an "A" book, then a "B"
book, then a "C" book… on down
through the alphabet, and then he
started over. It felt like there had
to be some deeper thread to what he
was checking out, but I could never
put my finger on it. I still feel
like there's some subtext there, but
I don't know.

She shrugs.

MATTHEW
So what you're saying is you're kinda
the creepy person at the library?

Leah laughs, but Cate is mortified. Matthew waits for a
retort, but gets only awkward silence.

MATTHEW (cont'd)
I don't… I'm just kidding, Cate.

CATE
trying to recover( )

Yeah, no… I know.

She forces an awkward laugh.

MATTHEW
to Leah( )

How's that IPA?

Leah takes a sip and nods in approval. Cate is withdrawn.

EXT. CATE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Cate traverses the parking lot toward the main entrance.
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INT. CATE'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Cate crosses off another day on the calendar.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY

Once again, Cate walks down the street.

INT. CATE'S BATHROOM - DAY

Once again, Cate soaks in the tub, this time with fewer
accoutrements.

EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - NIGHT

A busy night in the city. Cate strolls along. She passes a
COUPLE (40s) in conversation.

PASSERBY 1
It was right underneath. Exactly
underneath it.

PASSERBY 2
I thought it was supposed to be
outside?

That's all she catches of their dialogue.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

A small, artsy spot. Cate picks up her coffee.

CATE
Thank you.

The barista is already busy with another customer.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

Another solo stroll for Cate.

INT. CATE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Cate walks down the hall and unlocks her door.
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INT. CATE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Cate closes the door behind her. Something isn't right. She
steps into the living room.

Sitting on the couch are two PEOPLE, half-visible in the
ambient light from outside.

Cate switches on the lights. Her "guests" are GERDA (50s)
canny and androgynous, and JAIRO (30s) stone-faced and long.
Gerda has a cup of tea.

GERDA
to Cate( )

I don't much fancy this tea. Where is
it from?

CATE
Finland.

GERDA
You've been to Finland?

CATE
No.

GERDA
You look well.

CATE
to Jairo( )

Nice to meet you.

Jairo looks from Cate to Gerda.

GERDA
to Cate( )

Is that the digit, Cate?

She gestures to the glass bell and finger bones on the curio
shelf.

CATE
It is.

GERDA
How did you find it?

CATE
It wasn't easy.

GERDA
You're certain of its pedigree?
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CATE
What do you want, Gerda?

GERDA
You're going through with it, then?

a beat( )
You never met Gary, did you? Gary
Olawale?

CATE
No.

GERDA
Shame. He had some relevant
experience.

a beat( )
Take care, Cate.

It isn't a well-wishing, it's an admonition.

INT. CATE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

In the hallway, Cate watches Gerda and Jairo exit the
building.

INT. CATE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Gerda's mug of tea sits on the coffee table. Cate SNATCHES
it up, DUMPS the remains in the sink and CHUCKS the mug in
the garbage.

INT. CATE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Cate pulls on her backpack and hurries out the door. Above
the door lintel hangs an eerie wooden Barong mask.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

In a hurry, Cate walks along.

EXT. INDUSTRIAL STREET - NIGHT

The streets are quiet. Cate continues at a fast clip.

EXT. INDUSTRIAL COMPLEX - NIGHT

Derelict warehouses and structures fallen into disrepair.
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Cate marches on. Next to an entryway to one of the
buildings, she stops, draws a strange symbol on the wall
with a piece of chalk, and enters.

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Guided by flashlight, Cate makes her way through. She finds
a stairwell going down and descends.

INT. WAREHOUSE STAIRWELL - NIGHT

The stairs go down and down and down. Cate continues down
with them.

INT. FLOODED SUB-LEVEL - NIGHT

A foot or two of brackish water fills this place. Concrete
support pillars stretch out farther than Cate's flashlight
illumes.

She wades through with caution and arrives at another
doorway. She draws another chalk glyph and goes in.

INT. WAREHOUSE STAIRWELL - NIGHT

Another stairwell going down. Cate is already deep beneath
the surface. She descends further.

INT. CONCRETE CHAMBER - NIGHT

Cate walks down the last set of stairs into a tall, bunker-
like room that shows no sign of decay. It is bare and
austere, with no other exits.

From her backpack, Cate produces a small brass reliquary and
a few other items.

She draws a circle on the floor with chalk.

After a compass reading, she places four iron magnets around
the circle at its cardinal points.

She cuts off a lock of her hair and places it inside the
reliquary.

With a small ritual dagger in one hand, she contemplates the
best place to make a cut on her other hand.
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The deed done, she swipes blood from a fingertip across the
latch of the reliquary, and sets the reliquary in the center
of the circle.

Mission accomplished, she embarks on the long climb back out
of this strange place.

INT. LIBRARY STACKS - DAY

Business as usual. Cate places books on the reservation
shelves.

INT. CATE'S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Cate sits on the couch and reads. A dog BARKS outside.

INT. CATE'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Cate crosses another day off the calendar.

Next week is the solstice.

INT. TAXI CAB - DAY

Crammed into the back seat with her luggage, Cate glances
out at the airport she's headed toward.

INT. CATE'S RENTAL CAR - DAY

A very different setting - ICELAND. Cate drives through the
countryside. The landscape outside is stark, dramatic, and
very beautiful.

EXT. ICELAND ROADSIDE PULLOUT - DAY

Wind-whipped, Cate stares up at a massive glacier tongue
that worms down a black mountainside.

INT. CATE'S RENTAL CAR - DAY

A GPS device with longitude and latitude coordinates on its
readout guides Cate as she jots notes onto a map already
littered with triangulation and notation.

She cross-references it with a hand-drawn map in one of her
old leather-bound grimoires.
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EXT. ICELAND TUNDRA - DAY

Cate hikes through lichenous rocky terrain.

EXT. BLACK SAND BEACH - DUSK

A LARGE CIRCLE has been carved into the sand and marked with
stones at particular points. Around the center of the
circle, GLYPHS and SYMBOLS have been engraved and marked.

Nearby, Cate stares at an antique pocket watch. Seconds TICK
past.

It's time. With her dagger, Cate CUTS across the line of the
circle in the sand. All nerves, she steps inside the circle.
At each cardinal point, she faces outward and recites:

CATE
I invoke thee. I beseech thee.

That done, she places the old finger bone in the very
center, and intones a strange WORD.

Then waits.

The wind blows.

The waves roll in and out.

Overhead, clouds crawl across the sky.

Disappointment sets in. Disappointment becomes
embarrassment. She hears SOMETHING… like a flag whipped in
the wind…

Behind her, just inside the circle, is a fearsome EFFIGY: a
large ram's skull with insectile, faceted eyes mounted atop
a great, dark woolen cloak.

Tense, Cate's not sure what to do, so she waits.

From nowhere and all around her, a deep, otherworldly VOICE
echoes. What it says is INDECIPHERABLE.

Cate is still as a statue.

VOICE
The ransom is charged, dedicant.

CATE
a beat( )

Who are you?
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VOICE
Give voice to thy boon, and thy boon
shall be granted thee.

She doesn't want to say the wrong thing.

CATE
Whoever you are… be my friend.

The effigy's cloak flaps in the wind.

VOICE
I am the Voice of the Formless.

CATE
I told you what I want.

She's afraid, but she's resolute.

Somehow, the thing is no longer just an effigy. A humanoid
form has filled out beneath the cloak. It cocks its head in
consideration of Cate.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY

A chilly afternoon in familiar territory. Cate walks along.

INT. CATE'S LIVING ROOM - DAY

A cribbage board sits atop the coffee table. The Voice of
the Formless and Cate play cards.

VOICE OF THE FORMLESS
Double-run, bitch.

CATE
Goddammit.

VOICE OF THE FORMLESS
I appreciate you giving me such good
crib cards.

CATE
a beat( )

I should have just gotten a dog.

Cate SHUFFLES the deck.

CUT TO: BLACK
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