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Script/Story – Scott R. Schmidt

PAGE ONE (4 PANELS)

Panel 1: CU on a set of aging, weary eyes.


CAP: I haven't spoken to anyone in weeks.

Panel 2: The slanted, slumped head of a burlap scarecrow with black “x” stitching for eyes and a crookedly stitched smile.


CAP: Unless you count Him.

Panel 3: INT. A view from the ceiling of a small room. An older man sits in a chair staring up (at the reader); a coffee table, end table, lamp, dishes, cups and absurdly tall stacks of books are piled, scattered about the room. Off to the side of the man, a scarecrow sits crumpled up in the corner, but the crooked smile is still visible. The scarecrow is made of burlap, dressed in a shirt and pants with tufts of straw poking out from its chest. 


CAP: Honestly, I can't recall how He came to rest there.

Panel 4: OTS of the man, his head now up, glancing sidelong at the scarecrow in the corner.

CAP: Despite having only one another for company, we speak sparingly.

CAP: As it so happens, we have little in common.

PAGE TWO (5 PANELS)

Panel 1: The man is now standing, hands behind his back. He seems to be thinking. Behind him, now visible, is a door with a coatrack and coat next to it.

CAP: Oh, let's not muck about. 

CAP: We do not converse for I simply cannot allow mindless yapping to break my concentration.

Panel 2: Close-up of the man's face as if he hears something.

CAP: I must be alert at all times.

SFX: Diiiiiig...Ssssooon

CAP: The Voices, you see...I can hear them.

Panel 3: The man is on all fours, has placed his ear to the floor to listen.

CAP: I do not think they know I'm listening.

CAP: Or maybe that's what they want me to think.

SFX: Drrrrkk...Coooollld

Panel 4: The man is grabbing a coat from the coatrack, opening the door of his apartment into a dim hallway.

CAP: Regardless of intent or not, I'm committed to unraveling their whispers.


CAP: They know something that I must know.

SFX: Sssooonn...

Panel 5 (large): Panned view of the basement of the apartment to set the scene for later. To the right the man is just outside his door. On the left is a large door with a padlock. In the center is a hallway leading to a distant door. The floor of the basement is wood planking.

CAP: My dwelling is a curious one. I rent the basement room of this ancient building from an old crone who's held the place  long as anyone can remember.

CAP: I share the floor with a maintenance workshop and a cold hallway leading to a door to the outside. This affords me avoidance of the other tenants if I so please.

CAP: And I do please.

PAGE THREE (4 PANELS)

Panel 1: The man has emerged into the night through the hallway door.

CAP: This has become my routine.

CAP: Once I overhear the Voices I must be out in the night. It helps my mind to better sort through their chaotic rambling.

Panel 2: Side view of the man lighting a cigarette with the moon rising in the background.

CAP: I've nearly figured it. I know I'm supposed to dig, but for what purpose they've yet to disclose. 

Panel 3: Panned out wide shot of the man walking along a sidewalk in a dark , desolate downtown setting.

CAP: Perhaps it will all be made clear once I start.

CAP: No time like the present.

Panel 4: INT. At the door to the maintenance room back in the basement the man is picking the padlock with a set of lock-picks.

CAP: Something I picked up many years ago. A lifeskill its proven to be.

PAGE FOUR (5 PANELS)

Panel 1: The INT of the maintenance room is crowded with tools, boxes, appliances, etc., and illuminated by a few low hanging bulbs. The man has just entered and is searching around. The door hangs open in the BG.

CAP: The wood floor shouldn't need much persuasion to pry loose.

Panel 2: The man is standing in the doorway, coming back out into the hall, holding a shovel, a pickaxe and a carpenter hammer.

CAP: Just need the right tools and a little grit.

Panel 3: FG – a silhouette of the man from the legs down, his shovel and pickaxe hanging at his side. BG – slumped on the wall is the smiling scarecrow. 

CAP: And a companion to pass the time.

Panel 4: The man is on one knee, prying up nails from the planking floor with the claw hammer. He has a stack of some planks he's already pulled up nearby. Shovel, pickaxe and s'crow are all on the wall next to him. The man is visibly more disheveled and has an angry look to him. The SFX in this panel should be read before the narration.

SFX: DDDDIIIIIIGGGG...DEEEEEEEPPPP

CAP: So much for conversation. I can't hear hear a word He's saying over the Voices.

CAP: I've never heard them rage like this. Usually they speak with such a hush that I can barely piece it all together.

Panel 5: The man is now standing in the hole he's made from ripping up the planks. He's got the pickaxe buried in the dirt, breaking the ground.

SFX: DEEEEEEEPPPP...

CAP: Now they're screaming.

CAP: It's insanity.

PAGE FIVE (5 PANELS)

Panel 1: Upshot angle from the hole the man's digging. The man is wide-eyed and grim faced with the pickaxe raised above his head.

CAP: Some nonsense about returning what is theirs, restoring it to its proper place.


SFX: MOOOOOOORRREE

Panel 2: Through the silhouette of the man in mid-swing a woman stands in the doorway a few feet away with her hand to her mouth, looking at the scene of the man and the hole he's digging. The woman is wearing a skirt, sweater and a bandana.

CAP: Confound it if I know what it is.

Woman: Oh my--!

Panel 3: The man turns to the woman with a fierce look of bewilderment and rage.

CAP: NONE

Panel 4: CU of the shovel in mid-swing.

CAP: NONE

SFX: Whooosh

Panel 5 (large): Top down view of the man shoveling dirt into the hole. In the hole are two scarecrows. One being the s'crow that's been throughout the story. The new one has straw jutting out from the face, wearing the same skirt, sweater and bandana the woman was wearing. It's also now wearing the same smile the other s'crow has had throughout.


CAP: All's quiet. At least for now.

CAP: Seems I'm on the right path.

END
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