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INT. OLD LADY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

- NIGHT

A LITTLE OLD LADY sits in her living room. The shelves around
the room are filled with LIFE-LIKE DOLLS. She speaks sternly
to a doll in her lap.
OLD LADY
You've been a bad little boy, now
haven’t you? So help me, if I have
to tell you one more time to stay
put-A KNOCK at the door.
OLD LADY (CONT'D)
Now who might that be?
She stands and places the doll back on a shelf.
OLD LADY (CONT'D)
Now you behave, hear me?
She opens the door. A SHARPLY DRESSED TRAVELER is outside.
TRAVELER
So sorry to bother you ma’am. I hit
a hell of a ditch just down the
road there. Took out two of my
tires. I’ve got no service up here
so I was hoping I could use your
phone.
OLD LADY
Of course. Come in, come in.
He ENTERS.
OLD LADY (CONT'D)
We don’t get too many people coming
out this way. Probably why no one’s
ever bothered fixing that road up.
TRAVELER
My GPS said this was a quicker
route but I swear those things will
drive you off a cliff if you let
them.
OLD LADY
Well I’m sorry that happened but I
can’t say I mind the company.
Haven’t had a handsome man around
in ages. Can I get you some iced
tea? It’s hot as blazes out there.

2.
TRAVELER
I’d love one. Broke a sweat just
walking up the road.
OLD LADY
Splendid. I’ll grab you a glass and
get you that phone.
The old lady walks offstage. The traveler looks around the
room at the dolls on the shelves.
OLD LADY (CONT'D)
(O.S.)
You know, you remind me so much of
my husband when he was young. He
was a looker, alright. All the
ladies had an eye for him. And him
for them.
A doll FALLS OFF THE SHELF--the same doll the lady was
speaking to in the beginning. The traveler picks the doll off
the floor.
TRAVELER
This is quite a collection you
have.
He waves his hand in front of the doll’s face. He holds the
doll up, watching it’s eyes follow him.
The old lady enters carrying two GLASSES OF ICED TEA.
OLD LADY
Oh, you like them? I make them
myself, you know.
TRAVELER
They’re so realistic. It’s like
it’s looking right at me...
He shivers and places the doll back on the shelf.
TRAVELER (CONT'D)
I’m sorry, this one fell.
OLD LADY
Oh, him? Don’t you worry, that
one’s always trying to make a
getaway.
She hands the traveler his iced tea and holds up her cup.
OLD LADY
To new friends.

3.

Salud.

TRAVELER

They toast and take a drink, the old lady’s eyes fixated on
him.
OLD LADY
My mother taught me how to make
them. It’s a tradition in my
family, dating all the way back to
my great great grandmother. She was
killed for it, you know. They said
she was a witch and burned her at
the stake. The way the story goes-some children in her town went
missing. Nowhere to be found for
weeks. Then they ventured into the
woods and knocked on her door and
what did they find? Two little
dolls, a boy and a girl. So
lifelike, almost as if they were
real little children. They accused
her of turning that little boy and
that little girl into dolls, so she
could keep them all to herself.
Forever and ever.
She touches a doll’s face.
OLD LADY
But then again, they always say
those sorts of things about lonely
old ladies, don’t they?
The traveler’s eyes are wide, looking back and forth between
the woman and the dolls.
TRAVELER
Oh...ha ha ha...do they...?
OLD LADY
They become like your family. See,
I couldn’t have any kids of my own,
so these little ones keep me
company.
TRAVELER
Yes, they’re very nice. I don’t
mean to be rude but if I may please
use your phone?
OLD LADY
Oh yes, of course.
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She pats his arm. Squeezes his bicep.
OLD LADY
A fine specimen, you are. Just like
him...
She EXITS.
OLD LADY
(O.S.)
My husband thought I didn’t know he
was sneaking around on me. But a
woman always knows. It was because
I wasn’t able to give him a child
of my own, you know? What he did,
with all those other women. He
needed to prove to himself that his
dick wasn’t the problem.
The doll FALLS OFF THE SHELF AGAIN.
The traveler walks over to pick it up...and stumbles like a
drunk. He leans against the wall.
Gladys Side

Whoa...

TRAVELER

The old lady enters. She’s holding something behind her back.
OLD LADY
And after all he put me through, he
still tried to leave. You know, I
don’t take it too well--when people
leave. So I put a stop to it.
She picks up the doll that fell from the shelf.
OLD LADY
Didn’t I, sweetheart?
She sets it back on the shelf.
TRAVELER
I don’t feel so good...please...I
need a phone...
He slumps to the floor, his limbs splayed like a doll.
OLD LADY
Young man, you aren’t going
anywhere. Not ever again.
TRAVELER
I cant...I can’t feel my legs!

5.
OLD LADY
That means the tea is working. I’m
so glad you enjoyed it. It’s a
family recipe. Passed down from my
great great grandmother.
She takes her hands from behind her back. She’s holding A
HAMMER.
OLD LADY
You see the trick to getting the
dolls to be so...alive...you can’t
let the soul leave the body. Not
too soon. You have to be alive when
I start my work on you. Otherwise,
a doll is nothing more than a doll.
TRAVELER
What are you going to do to me...
OLD LADY
I’ll pull out your limbs, to start.
One by one. I’ll grind your bones
and marrow and flesh into a paste
and ooooh, the sweet songs you will
sing. The songs you will sing and
the music we will make together.
You. And me. And us.
She gestures to the dolls on the shelves. The traveler sobs.
OLD LADY
Sash. Now don’t you cry, my
beautiful one. You’ll be happy
here.
She lifts the hammer over her head.
I promise.

OLD LADY

SHE BRINGS THE HAMMER DOWN.
SMASH TO BLACK

