TERROR TALE: SORROW HILL

SAMPLE SCRIPT – NOT A COMMISSION!

PAGE ONE: Seven panels. What’s in my head is a thinnish horizontal panel followed by a tier of four, then a wider, money-shot horizontal panel, and then another thin horizontal panel like the first, but there’s probably a more exciting way of doing it.

PANEL ONE: Sorrow Hill in the year 1768, silhouetted against the rising sun. It’s a big rocky hill just outside a small fictional town somewhere in Cumbria, although the location isn’t so important so long as it’s somewhere in rural England. We can see a house just starting to be built at the summit, builders carrying bricks up the hill. It’s going to be a big house.

CAP:
WHERE DO PEOPLE GO WHEN THEY DIE?

PANEL TWO: Damien Sutton, wealthy, good-looking and middle-aged, watching a cartload of bricks being dragged up the hill in the early morning light with a look of intense pride. (There’s a basic late-18th C. costume at http://www.costumes.org/history/18thcent/general/fairholt/287.gif if that helps. That site will probably have something for the other two 18th C. shots.)

CAP:
DAMIEN SUTTON KNEW. HE’D MADE PROVISIONS. HE WANTED TO BE BURIED ON THE HILL WHERE HE BUILT HIS GREAT HOUSE, IN 1768.

PANEL THREE: Up in the attic of the finished house, the sun glinting in through a small circular window. Sutton’s feet are in the foreground, dangling from the top of the panel. A tall, upended stool lies below them. This is the only room that it’s important the reader recognises, so we maybe need a key detail, like an oddly-shaped window, for the reader to get back to.

CAP:
AND HE WAS, IN 1770…

CAP:
…AFTER HE’D HANGED HIMSELF IN THE ATTIC OVER EMILY.

PANEL FOUR: On the stone floor of a pantry, a couple of barrels of salt in the corner and a few shelves of goods on the walls, an eleven-year-old girl sits, a little wooden barrel of what looks like sugar sitting in her lap. Her mouth has the white powder all around it, and she’s happily scooping more into her mouth with one hand while the other holds the barrel. It’s getting everywhere. This should look really heartwarming. What’s that you’re eating, Strawberry Shortcake? Oh no!

CAP:

EMILY, WHO WENT INTO THE PANTRY IN 1775 AND FOUND THE 


RAT POISON.

PANEL FIVE: An older woman sitting in a rocking chair, maybe in profile. The top of her head is cut off by the top of the panel - we can see from just below her nose downward. Tears are running liberally down her face, and her mouth is twisted in grief. Her hands clutch together at her stomach. There’s a spreading puddle of water on the wooden floor beneath the rocking chair.

CAP:
HER MOTHER FINALLY DIED IN 1789, IN THE MASTER BEDROOM, AND NOBODY COULD EVER SLEEP THERE AFTER THAT.

CAP:

THE SOBBING WOULD KEEP THEM AWAKE.

PANEL SIX: Midnight. The house - the same one that was being built in panel one, a big 3-story mansion and that little funny-shaped window right at the very top where the attic is - being bombed in WWII. It’s being torn apart by explosions and there’s flame everywhere. Bombers are visible in the sky. Maybe, if possible, have a couple of Suttons being burned alive at the windows. Nightmarish gotterdammerung kind of feel.

CAP:
ON AND ON, THROUGH THE CENTURIES, A CATALOGUE OF GRIEF THAT MARKED ALL THREE STORIES, ALL FORTY ROOMS OF THAT HOUSE.

CAP:
WHEN THE BOMBS FELL IN 1941, IT WAS AS THOUGH THE HOUSE TOOK OFF ITS MASK AND SHOWED WHAT IT TRULY WAS.

CAP:

A LITTLE CORNER OF HELL.

PANEL SEVEN: 1941. Similar to panel one, only this time it’s sunset, and the light of the setting sun is silhouetting the ruins of the house, bombed back to a similar state to how we first saw it.

CAP:

THE SUTTON LINE WAS BURNT OUT.

CAP:
WHAT REMAINED OF THE HOUSE WAS LEFT TO AN OLD FAMILY FRIEND, WHO IN TURN PASSED THE PROPERTY TO HIS SON...

PAGE TWO: Six panels. Big one to start with.

PANEL ONE: Noon. Sun high overhead, low angle shot of the house, looking pristine, as though it’s just been built. No sign of any creepiness from here. Looking up at the house is Doctor Weathers, a big-time parapsychologist in a smart coat. He’s young, late twenties/early thirties, possibly with a touch of the Jeff Goldblums. Looking at him - watching his reactions - is Bolser, the ‘son’ from the last caption - now an old man. Old poacher type maybe, from Withnail & I... The sky is clear and blue - it’s a beautiful day.

BOLSER:
AND NOW?

BOLSER:
THE HOUSE ON SORROW HILL BELONGS TO YOU.

PANEL TWO: Weathers staring up, awed. Bolser just bitter as he looks at the scientist.

WEATHERS:

GOD, LOOK AT THAT... I WASN’T EXPECTING IT TO BE THAT...

WEATHERS:
I MEAN, FROM WHAT YOU TOLD ME, I THOUGHT IT’D BEEN BOMBED FLAT, BUT IT’S...

BOLSER:

AYE, IT IS. I’D TEAR IT DOWN MYSELF IF I COULD, MIND.

PANEL THREE: Weathers looks at Bolser and smiles. This is a big moment for him but he’s a little sheepish around the other man.

WEATHERS:
YEAH, BUT - THIS IS JUST WHAT I NEED, YOU KNOW? IT’LL PUT ME ON THE MAP, PUT PARAPSYCHOLOGY ON THE MAP...

WEATHERS:

UH, WHEN DOES IT START, UH, BEING...

PANEL FOUR: Tight close-up of Bolser’s face. Dark and brooding.

BOLSER:

ALL DAY. ALL NIGHT. THE GHOSTSNEVER STOP.

BOLSER:

NOT FOR A SECOND.

PANEL FIVE: Weather’s hasn’t heard a word. He looks up at the house. Bolser turns to leave, a slightly disturbing little smirk on his face. He feels no remorse at all at condemning this uppity yank to a living hell.

WEATHERS:

FANTASTIC. MY VERY OWN HAUNTED HOUSE.

BOLSER:
AYE, LAD. YOUR HOUSE NOW. CAN I GIVE YOU A LITTLE ADVICE?

WEATHERS:

UH? OH, SURE. SURE.

PANEL SIX: Weathers watches Bolser start down the hill.

BOLSER:

DON’T GO IN.

PAGE THREE: Twelve panels. Some kind of grid formation. The word is claustrophobia.

PANEL ONE: The door into the house opening, the dark hallway. Weathers, with a few bits of equipment in his hand and slung over his back, crosses the threshold. The door opens inwards and has a very ornate knocker.

CAP:


BUT HE DID.

PANEL TWO: Weathers in another room, fog swirling around him, a wind from nowhere blowing past him as he shivers.

CAP:

THE OLD MAN WAS RIGHT. IT NEVER STOPPED. THE ICY WINDS, THE 

MUTED SOBBING.

PANEL THREE: Up in the attic. Weathers doubled over, clutching the floor and the beam supporting the roof, trying hard not to pass out.

CAP:

THE TERRIFYING SPASMS OF VERTIGO IN THE ATTIC THAT 



NEARLY MADE HIM VOMIT.

PANEL FOUR: Close on the skeleton of a cat, rubbing itself against Weathers’ leg.

CAP:
HE ACTUALLY DID VOMIT WHEN THE CAT STROKED LOVINGLY AGAINST HIS LEG.

PANEL FIVE: Close in on Weather’s head, resting on a pillow as he’s tucked up in bed. His eyes are wide open in horror. A tiny baby’s arm is reaching over his head, the clammy little hand stroking his cheek.

CAP:
AND AGAIN THAT NIGHT, WHEN LITTLE JAMES CREPT INTO HIS BED FOR WARMTH.

PANEL SIX: Longish shot. Weathers sat down at an outside table in a pub garden with a pint of beer. A barmaid is bringing him a plate of something. He looks happy enough.

CAP:

HE COULD TOUCH THEM. THEY WERE, OR SEEMED, SOLID. THAT 


ALONE COULD MAKE HIM A MILLIONAIRE.

PANEL SEVEN: Close shot of blood running down a wall.

CAP:
A PAPER - A SCORE OF PAPERS. SCIENTIFIC ACCLAIM. HE COULD TASTE IT.

PANEL EIGHT: Weathers focussing a digital camera on the reader.

CAP:

UNTIL HE SAW THE FILMS.

PANEL NINE: Close-up of a TV screen showing blue sky, with a few clouds.

CAP:
NO BLOOD RUNNING DOWN THE WALLS. NO WALLS. JUST BLUE SKY.

PANEL TEN: Weather’s is taking a photo of something on the floor, sweat running down his forehead as he focuses in. The reader is on the floor staring up into the camera from a worm’s-eye view, if that makes sense. Our POV is that of the creature being snapped.

CAP:

BUT HE HAD TO HAVE EVIDENCE. PHOTOGRAPHIC EVIDENCE. 


NOBODY WOULD BELIEVE...

PANEL ELEVEN: The resultant photos, spread over a messy desk. Aerial shots of a hill, as though - spoiler - the house wasn’t there at all as far as the camera was concerned.

CAP:

...EVEN WITH WITNESSES, NOBODY WOULD BELIEVE. HE’D BE A 


LAUGHING STOCK. HE’D BE RUINED.

PANEL TWELVE: Close on Weathers’ eye, gazing out coldly at the reader as he cold-bloodedly snaps all of his personal ethics like twigs.

CAP:

UNLESS HE SOLD OUT.

PAGE FOUR: Six panels. 

PANEL ONE: The face to which that eye in the last panel belonged - Weathers, looking out into some far off distance, eyes cold, balancing figures in his head. Waiting for Father Quinn to arrive.

CAP:
THERE’D BE NO GREAT THESIS, NO NOBEL PRIZE. BUT A REAL HAUNTED HOUSE COULD PAY IN OTHER WAYS.

WEATHERS: (thinking)
HOLLYWOOD - AIRPORT NOVEL - “TRUE STORY” - MADE FOR TV - X-FILE - CHAT SHOW - MAIL-ORDER RELIGION - $$$$$$

CAP:



HE HAD THE STORY. HE JUST NEEDED THE ENDING...

PANEL TWO: Weathers opening the front door of the house to admit Father Quinn, a jolly-looking priest. He’s holding the ornate doorknocker and pointing to it. In my head, he’s a sort of ginger Obi-Wan, but whether you’d want to extrapolate from that image I don’t know. He does exorcisms in far-off lands at all hours.

CAP:


SO HE CALLED FATHER QUINN.

QUINN:
HA! HAVE YOU SEEN THIS? CHIP IT OFF NOW AND TAKE IT TO BARGAIN HUNT. HOW HAVE YOU BEEN KEEPING?

WEATHERS:

BARGAIN WHAT?

PANEL THREE: The kitchen, wide shot. Quinn and Weathers are sitting at either end of a rough wooden dining table with coffee. between them is a schoolboy with no eyes or lower jaw, sitting quietly to attention. Weathers is ignoring him - he’s obviously a regular sight. Quinn gestures idly at him.

WEATHERS:
...SO I JUST NEED THE PLACE EXORCISED. TOP TO BOTTOM - BIG FINISH FOR THE BOOK, NICE PIECE OF REAL EASTATE, LOTS OF MONEY...

QUINN:
EASIER FOR A CAMEL, MY SON. STILL - I WON’T LIE TO YOU - I’VE SEEN WORSE IN CALCUTTA.

QUINN:
SEE, YOUR FELLOW HERE, HE’S NOT ANGRY, ARE YOU BOY? HE JUST WANTS SOME SLEEP SOON. TRUST ME, MY FRIEND - FISH IN A BARREL.

PANEL FOUR: Quinn leans back in his chair and lights his pipe, already secure in the knowledge of a job well done.

QUINN:
ONE THING THOUGH: WE SHOULD REALLY DO THIS IN THE ATTIC. IT’S WHERE THE FIRST ONE HUNG HIMSELF AND THE ROOM NEEDS TO BE CLEANSED...

QUINN:

IT’S WHERE THE FEAR’S STRONGEST, Y’SEE?

PANEL FIVE: In the attic. Quinn in the foreground, a couple of candles around him, reading from a leather bible and ringing a big clanging bell. Little trails of smoke swirl around him. Weathers stands a little way away and watches, clutching a room beam. He looks sick.

CAP:


THE FEAR. THE VERTIGO.

QUINN:

- OF CHRIST COMPELS YOU -

CAP:
HE WONDERED HOW QUINN COULD HOLD IT BACK - THAT TERRIBLE REALISATION OF JUST HOW HIGH UP THEY BOTH WERE..

PANEL SIX: Mirror of panel one of this page. Close in to Weather’s face. He’s starting to grasp something really incredibly disturbing. Sweat drips.

CAP:


...THAT REALISATION OF ALL THE LITTLE THINGS HE’D MISSED.

QUINN: (off-panel)

- IN EXCELSIS DEI, SPIRITUS SANCTI -

PAGE FIVE: Seven panels.

PANEL ONE: Okay, this is cut vertically into six ‘slices’ with a close-up striking image in each one.

Slice #1 - Close on Bolser, looking grimly at the reader, saying something.

Slice #2 - Close on the skeletal cat rubbing Weathers’ leg.

Slice #3 - Weathers’ face, as in Page 2, looking upwards.

Slice #4 - Weathers clutching the floor with vertigo, as on page 3.

Slice #5 -Bolser again, close-up but from a different angle.

Slice #6 - the TV screen showing blue sky.

BOLSER: (SLICE #1)


ALL DAY, ALL NIGHT

CAP: (SLICE #2)


SOLID

WEATHERS: (SLICE #3)

BOMBED FLAT

CAP: (SLICE #4)


VERTIGO

BOLSER: (SLICE #5)


IF I COULD

CAP: (SLICE #6)


BLUE SKY

CAP: (running across the bottom of the slices)
LITTLE CLUES. THIS BUILDING HAD SEEN DECADES OF PAIN, THE KIND THAT SEEPS INTO THE WALLS... AND THEN IT WAS DESTROYED.

PANEL TWO: Father Quinn finishing the exorcism in the foreground, Weathers in the background, clutching the wall, turning around to scream a warning at Quinn.

CAP:


WHAT IF -

QUINN:
- FATHER, THE SON, AND THE HOLY GHOST, DEPART THIS PLACE -

WEATHERS:

QUINN - WAIT --

QUINN:

AMEN!

PANEL THREE: Not so much a panel as just a big, empty hole in the page to signify an unknown amount of time passing.

PANEL FOUR: The attic. Total darkness except for a weird blue light shining through the oddly-shaped window. Quinn and Weathers look around. They’re both terrified, but Weathers understands.

QUINN:

WHAT… WHAT HAPPENED?

WEATHERS:

IT WAS THE HOUSE.

PANEL FIVE: Closer on Weathers, the light playing over his face as he goes to look out of the window. Quinn watches him.

WEATHERS:
THE HOUSE DIDN’T JUST CONTAIN THE GHOSTS… IT WAS THE GHOST. A GHOST BUILDING. AND WHEN YOU EXORCISED IT…

WEATHERS:
WELL, IT HAD TO LEAVE. AND IT TOOK US WITH IT.


PANEL SIX: From outside the house, looking through the oddly-shaped window. Blue light everywhere. Behind the glass, we can see Weathers looking out, and Quinn looking over his shoulder.

QUINN:


TOOK US? TOOK US WHERE?

WEATHERS:


I DON’T KNOW.

PANEL SEVEN: Long shot of the top half of the house, the attic window small now, Weathers barely visible. Behind the house, lightning crashees and weird structures rise up. Hell, or Limbo, or whatever, should be both terrifying and inhuman but beyond that I’m going to leave it entirely to your imagination.

WEATHERS: (small)
WHERE DO GHOSTS GO WHEN THEY DIE?

THE END

