 Silent Hill


 


 By Jack McVee


 


 Well kiddos, I believe I have let you down. I know a


 lot of you have always wanted me to finish Scre4m,


 and I would, but, seeing as how I started it close


 to a year ago, a lot of my enthusiasm (and firm


 grasp on the character's real-life personalities)


 has slipped away. During my hiatus, I've matured a


 lot, and so has my writing. I promise *crosses his


 fingers behind his back* that you'll recieve no more


 amateurish drivel from me... ever. Writing is an


 extremely theraputic way to express feelings,


 especially if you cant express em to anyone else. 


 


 This is based on a videogame. Now, before you


 immediately dash towards the "Close" button of this


 window, let me explain. Silent Hill is no average


 video game. It's one of the biggest, grandest, most


 intense operations in the entire genre of horror


 that's ever been created ever (yes, that's a big


 call). It practically screams "make me into a movie"


 - and deserves it so much more than that Resident


 Evil series ever did. Now, die-hard fans of the game


 may be a bit disappointed. One - I've changed Harry


 Mason completely. A lot of my main characters have


 been women, because I think if there's any genre a


 woman can be the Rambo-esque hero in, it's the


 horror genre. 


 


 So I've evolved Harry Mason into Susan Kidman -


 based on my friend of the same name. Other


characters, such as Cheryl, Dahlia and Dr. Kauffman


 have remained unchanged. Cybil Bennet has changed to


 Logan Bennet, and Lisa Garland is now Hugh Garland. 


 


 Silent Hill (the vg)'s plot is very grandoise and


 very, very complex. It takes much more than one


 sitting to fully understand every single thing.


 Adaptating that into a movie is very daunting. I


 havent exactly remained true to the game in terms of


 the ending and some plot elements - but the


 monsters, the town, the buildings and many of the


 events are still the same and as horrifying as ever.


 


 I hope to god you enjoy reading this. I've poured my


 heart and soul into this project - something I have


 never done with my previous works (as it shows). Be


 sure to pay attention to EVERYTHING, or else you'll


 be kinda confused in the end. Thanks for your time.


 


 


 FADE IN


 


 The CAMERA focuses on a singular, lit candle. It


 pulls back wider, to reveal several lit candles,


 placed atop a large Pentacle. We hear a woman


 chanting. She's standing at the north point of the


 pentacle.


 


 The woman wears a thin, blue shroud over her face,


 so we cannot see her face.


 


 WOMAN (O.S.)


 


 Hail to the Lords of the Watchtowers


 


 of the North... by the powers of mother


 


 and earth... hear me...


 


 The ritual is revealed to be in a bedroom of some


 sort. The woman moves to the east point of the


 pentacle.


 


 WOMAN (O.S.)


 


 Hail to the Lords of the Watchtowers


 


 of the East... powers of air and invention...


 


 (continuing)


 


 Hail the Lords of the Watchtowers of


 


 the South... powers of fire and feeling...


 


 She finally removes the shroud from her head. This


 is SUSAN KIDMAN, 20. Headstrong, tart-tongued, and


 independant. Her hair has blue streaks in it. She


 wears several religious pendants around her neck. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Hail to the Lords of the Watchtowers


 


 of the West... by the powers of water





 and intuition. Hear me. 


 


 


 


 FADE TO


 


 INT. LIVING ROOM - HIGHRISE APARTMENT - MOMENTS


 LATER


 


 Susan walks out into her living room, tired and


 weak. There's a breathtaking view of the ocean on


 her bay window. 


 


 She slides onto the couch, about to rest her eyes,


 when -


 


 CHERYL


 


 Mommy! Mommy!


 


 CHERYL KIDMAN, 7, short and cute, runs up to her


 mother desperately and shoves a drawing in her face.


 


 SUSAN 


 


 What's this?


 


 CHERYL


 


 It's a darwing of Silent Hill!


 


 SUSAN


 


 'Drawing', honey, 'drawing'...


 


 CLOSE ON THE PAPER -


 


A large, cartoony, happy sun shines down on several


 mishappen buildings and trees.


 


 SUSAN


 


 That's very lovely, Cheryl. 


 


 CHERYL


 


 I drew it at school. Teacher says


 


 it's acoustic.


 


 SUSAN


 


 'Artistic'.


 


 CHERYL


 


 That too.


 


 She takes the paper from her mother's hands and runs


 off-camera. The phone rings.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (picking up)


 


 Hello?


 


 CUT TO


 


 INT. KITCHEN - HOUSE - SAME


 


 The person on the phone is SUSAN'S MOTHER, BESSIE, a


 healthy and active 55 year old.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Susan dear! How are you?


 


 The CAMERA cuts between Bessie and Susan's locations


 during the conversation.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Bessie! I'm so glad you called.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Honey, it's been 20 years, and


 


 you've only called me mom 10 times.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (ignoring that)


 


 What is it?


 


 BESSIE


 


 Just wishing my favourite daughter


 


 a happy vacation.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I'm your only daughter.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Yeah, yeah. When you guys leaving?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Soon. 


 


 BESSIE


 


 Ah, I wont keep you then. Have a great- 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Mom?


 


 BESSIE


 


 Yeah?


 


 There's a long pause. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Uh... I dont have, you know, a good


 


 feeling about this.


 


 BESSIE


 


 What do you mean?


 


 SUSAN


 


 It's like... when I was thinking about


 


 it the other day, I got this really


 


 sick feeling in my stomach. And all


 


 I could see was... broken wheelchairs.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Broken wheelchairs? Honey, are you


 


 feeling alright?


 


 SUSAN


 


 No... mom... I'm fine. It's just...


 


 women's intuition. I think.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Ah... I had women's intuition once.


 


 I predicted you'd get 1st Place at


 


 your 4th grade piano recital.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (beat)


 


 Somebody threw up mid-way through


 


 my recital.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Exactly! Women's intuition... dont


 


 trust it. If you're so worried about


 


 it, why dont you just stay home, hun?


 


 SUSAN


 


 That would disappoint the hell out


 


 of Cheryl. She's been looking forward


 


 to this more than the 8th Pokemon


 


 movie.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Did you do a cleansing spell to bless


 


 the trip?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Just did.


 


 BESSIE


 


 (pause)


 


 Oh honey, I gotta go. Your father's


 


 worrying about his mole cluster again.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Euh... love you mom. Tell dad I'll miss


 


 him.


 


 BESSIE


 


 Love ya! I will. Bye. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 (another long pause)


 


 Bye mom.


 


 FADE TO


 


 


 EXT. ROAD - MOVING SHOT - NIGHT


 


 A sporty-looking car quickly zooms past the shot,


 lumbering down the meandering road. 


 


 INT. CAR - MOVING - CONTD


 


 Susan is driving, squinting through the windshield


 to see the unpierced darkness ahead of her. 


 


 Her daughter is in the backseat, getting restless.


 


 CHERYL


 


 Mom... I'm bored.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I know sweetie. We'll be there soon.


 


 Why dont you read your book?


 


 CHERYL


 


 Read it.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Didja play the lisence plate game?


 


 


 CHERYL


 


 Did it.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Didja bring your tamagotchi?


 


 CHERYL


 


 (yawning)


 


 Mom... get with the times...


 


 Her eye-lids are fluttering.


 


 


 SUSAN


 


 I love you, Cheryl.


 


 


 CHERYL


 


(weak)


 


 Love you... mommy...


 


 She's asleep. Susan just smiles, and puts her eyes


 back on the road. 


 


 Out of the corner of her eye, Susan sees movement.


 She looks at her rear-view mirror.


 


 CLOSE ON IT


 


 A police-officer in a motorcyle is driving towards


 her. 


 


 ON THE DRIVER'S WINDOW


 


 The officer drives past - making brief eye contact


 with Susan. She grins, and turns on the radio.


 


 RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)


 


 ...and it was him who believed that


 


 there are, in fact, an infinite number


 


 of worlds ontop of each other. Contact


 


 with any of the other worlds is virtually


 


 impossible. Or is it?


 


 Drilling, loud static is suddenly emitted from the


 car radio. Susan cringes and immediately turns it


 off.


 


 Something appears at the side of the road - it's a


 police motorcycle. 


 


 She stares at it, dumbfounded, when her headlights


 illuminate the figure of a 15 year old girl on the


 road...


 


 Susan catches a glimpse of her, screams, and swerves


 to miss, it all happens so fast WHEN...


 


 BLACK OUT!


 


 Title card: Silent Hill


 


 FADE IN


 


 Fog. At first, that's all we see. Swirling, white,


 transparent, plain. Then, as our vision focuses, we


 see the wreckage of Susan's car.


 


 It's basically a burning piece of twisted metal.


 Rubbel, glass, and various car parts are everywhere.


 


 Susan, lying on top of a tire, opens her eyes. She


 squints, seeing the fog for the first time. Susan


 delicately touches her forehead, feeling a tiny


 amount of blood.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl...


 


 Her head jerks around, she tries to find her


 daughter. She's not here.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl?


 


 Susan stands up, uneasily. She wobbles.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (louder)


 


 Cheryl?


 


 In the near distance, she spots a wrecked sign.


 Susan weakly hobbles toward it. 


 


 The sign reads..


 


 "WELCOME TO Silent HILL"


 


 There's a road directly to the side of it. Susan


 squints to see ahead - there's a faint outline of a


 small town. She begins walking toward it.


 


 INT. SILENT HILL TOWN SQUARE - CONTD


 


 Susan takes a look around. The town is completely


 deserted. The streets are devoid of life. Motionless


 cars litter the streets - but no citizens are


 driving them. Snow begins falling from the sky. 


 


 She glances at her watch -


 


 "Monday July 9th, 2001


 


 11:34 am"


 


 Susan extends her arm, letting a flake of snow fall


 on her hand. It melts into a tiny droplet of water


 within seconds. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Huh?


 


 Her mind floods with confusion. Seeing out-of-season


 weather has rendered her speechless.


 


 She takes slow, uneasy steps as she walks down the


 empty streets. There's almost no sound, except for


 the shrill pitch of the wind, and a disturbing low,


 machinery moan of something in the distance. It's


 subtle, but noticeable. 


 


 Susan's sloshing footsteps provide the lonely


 contrast.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (screaming)


 


 Is anybody here?!


 


 Susan gets no response other than an echo. The wind


 suddenly picks up, blowing Susan's hair wildly. 


 


 She continues walking aimlessly for another moment,


 until something up ahead catches her eye. 


 


 It's a tiny silhouette... of a little girl. It


 almost looks like...


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl?


 


 As Susan approaches a little closer, it is indeed


 Cheryl. Her back is turned to us. It looks like


 she's clutching something to her chest.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl, honey, why are you -


 


 Without warning - Cheryl suddenly begins RUNNING,


 full tilt. Leaving Susan dumbfounded, she stands


 there until Cheryl disappears in the mist. Her


 maternal instincts kick back in once she realizes,


 that her daughter has just run off into a ghost


 town, unprotected.


 


 SUSAN


 


 CHERYL COME BACK!


 


 Susan quickly follows suit.


 


 QUICK CAMERA CUTS


 


 The persuit takes place between many neighborhood


 blocks, until Susan spots Cheryl escaping into a


 tiny ventilation duct located at the side of a


 building.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl, honey, no! It could


 


 be dangerous in there! CHERYL!


 


 No answer. She doesn't need one. Without thinking,


 Susan dives head-first into the vent opening. She


 barely squeezes through.


 


 Just ahead she sees Cheryl enter a dark space and


 slam a steel hatch. Susan pushes the hatch open


 before the child can latch it, and crawls in after


 her.


 


 INT. DARK SPACE


 


 Susan squirms her way through the exit vent and


 crawls onto the dirty ashfault below. She stands up,


 and looks at her surroundings.


 


 She's in a narrow alley way, between two large


 buildings. Several broken windows line up on the


 side of one building. 


 


 Susan walks toward a fence door, spotting something.


 


 CLOSE UP -


 


 It's the mutilated body of a skinned dog. There's a


 message written in blood beside in big, bold


 letters.


 


 "SAVE YOURSELF"


 


 Susan backs away in horror, her mouth open wide in


 shock. The MUSIC becomes creepier, more stattico.


 She turns around, suddenly remembering her daughter.


 


 INT. ALLEY WAY


 


 She pushes herself through many fence doors and


 narrow openings, screaming her daughter's name,


 trying to spot her through the dense fog. 





 SUSAN


 


 CHERYL!


 


 Susan bends down, putting her hands on her knees,


 panting. She's exhausted.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl... Cheryl...


 


 Slowly and subtely, the fog disintigrates into the


 air. But before Susan can enjoy clear vision for


 even a second - the fog is quickly replaced by total


 darkness. 


 


 Susan stumbles around in the dark for a couple of


 moments, before fishing her lighter out of her


 pocket. She flicks it on - illuminating her


 surroundings with the soft light. The snow seems to


 have stopped, too. 


 


 Taking gentle steps forward, Susan tries discerning


 the darkness ahead of her. She can only see a couple


 of fight in front of her eyes. 


 


SUSAN


 


 He...hello?


 


 Susan holds up the lighter in front of her. As she


 continues to walk down the narrow, confined path,


 the brick walls on either side of her become


 bloodier, and bloodier. 


 


 Obscene messages and confusing symbols are drawn


 with a grandoise manner with the red bodily fluid,


 barely readable.


 


 After several breathless moments, she comes upon a


 gate. A large trail of blood leads inside. Susan's


 heart leaps into her throat. She pushes the doors


 away, and enters.


 


 INT. EMPTY BASKET BALL COURT - CONTD


 


Susan's lighter begins to flicker. The darkness is


still thick and overbearing. 


 


 Out of the corner of her eye - she spots a figure in


 the air. She holds up her lighter and approaches it.


 It's on the basketball net...


 


 CLOSE UP 


 


 A skinned child is impaled on several spikey chains,


 hung on a piece of barbed wire around the basketball


 net. 


 


ON SUSAN 


 


 She backs away in horror - screaming at the top of


 her lungs. Susan trips over a wastebasket and her


 lighter goes it. 


 


 Suddenly, she becomes flustered. Instinct kicks in.


 She needs to get out of there. NOW. 


 


 Her hands grope the rough surface of the blacktop,


 desperately trying to find her lighter. 


 


 The light pitter-patter of footsteps catches her


 attention - she's not alone. Susan detects 2...


 no... THREE other people with her. At the last


 minute, her hand grabs the lighter off from the


 ground.


 


 Standing up, she flicks her lighter on, and sees...


 


 THREE GHASTLY FIGURES


 


 brandishing knives, heading in her directions. They


 look like the child strung up on the basketball net


 - only more vicious, more menacing, and more ALIVE.


 


 Susan's eyes go wide and her lighter goes out -


 again. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 SHIT! SHIIT!!


 


 She turns around and tears through the darkness in


 blind terror. Susan runs - headfirst into a gate,


 and falls on her back. Stunned, and immobile, Susan


 lies there, breathing raspily. 


 


 Detecting a presence near her, Susan tries getting


 to her feet - but feels a sharp, ripping pain in the


 lower of her back. A flash of silver strikes the


 air. More flashes of silver. THE KNIVES.


 


 Susan screams, realizing she's been stabbed. The


 pain tears into her, again and again. She gasps. Her


 senses begin to dull. Slowly, Susan fades from


 existence.


 


 CUT TO


 


 INT. DINER 


 


 We FADE IN ON this quaint, empty, typical diner. Two


 large glass windows line up the front of the place.


 Outside, we see the same, swirling, translucent fog


 attacking the lone streets outside.


 


 SUDDENLY - a figure, lying down in a booth, shoots


 right up, startled. It's SUSAN. 


 


 For several moments, she looks around, trying to


 identify her surroundings. Her blurred vision


 clears. She regains control of her senses.


 


 Footsteps. She turns to see...


 


 LOGAN BENNET, 30s, ruggedly good looking, and a cop.


 He struts toward Susan, clad in protoypical police


 gear. Logan crosses his arms. He grins, a little


 surprised to see a looker like her in a place like


 this.


 


 FADE TO


 


 INT. DINER - MOMENTS LATER


 


 Susan is sitting on a chair, hunched over. Her hands


 are placed at the back of her head. She's still


 trying to make sense of what just happened... or of


 what she thought just happened.


 


 Logan's leaning against the diner counter, arms


 still crossed. A perplexed expression spread across


 his face.


 


 LOGAN


 


 Are you alright?


 


 Susan looks up, slowly. She brushes a strand of blue


 hair away from her eyes. Susan takes a good look at


 Logan, for the first time. Not hard on the eyes at


 all...


 


 SUSAN


 


 I feel like I've been hit by a


 


 truck. 


 


 


 There's a pause.


 


 LOGAN


 


 Why dont you tell me what happened?


 


 Susan lifts up her shirt a bit, checking for slash


 wounds. Logan's eyes wander. There's not a scratch


 on her.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I'd like to find out myself.


 


 LOGAN


 


 My name's Logan Bennet. I'm a cop


 


 from Brahms, the next town over.


 


 I was on my daily route when I found


 


 you at the side of the road. The


 


 closest town was this one, so I 


 


 carried you in here.


 


 Susan eyes the glass windows. Through the fog, she


 detects movement. It looks like... something with


 wings...


 


 SUSAN


 


 What... what's with this place?


 


 LOGAN


 


 I have no idea. It's a complete


 


 and utter ghost town. No sign of


 


 life whatsoever. 


 


 Logan takes his sunglasses off, folding them,


 placing them in a shirt pocket. He glances at Susan.


 


 LOGAN


 


 What's your name?


 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Susan. Susan Kidman. I... I lost


 


 my daughter. Cheryl. She's... seven.


 


 Short, black hair? 


 


 LOGAN


 


 I haven't seen her. I'm sorry.


 


 Is... your husband with you?


 


 SUSAN


 


 No. He... um...


 


 She pauses, unsure of wether she should tell Logan,


 or wether she'll fib to him. She goes with the


 former.


 


 SUSAN


 


 ...died of cancer a couple of years 


 


 ago.


 


 LOGAN


 


 I'm sorry. 


 


 Susan lets out a sigh of frustration, punching the


 cushion of her chair. Her daughter's still out


 there... probably cold and afraid...


 


 LOGAN


 


 Listen, I have to check out the local


 


 police station division. I'll


 


 need you to come with me.


 


 Her eyes widen. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Come with you? My daughter's out


 


 in this fucking ghost town and you


 


 expect me to leave her!


 


 LOGAN


 


 I'm sorry ma'am but I cant leave


 


 YOU unprotected --


 


 SUSAN


 


 Then give me a gun! 


 


 Logan pauses, unsure of how to handle this.


 


 LOGAN


 


 Uh, ma'am, it's against regulations


 


 to issue civilians a loaded firear-


 


 SUSAN


 


 (standing up)


 


 Fuck the regulations! Cheryl is out


 


 there and she's probably in danger!


 


 What kind of a mother would I be


 


 if I didnt do something about that


 


 NOW?


 


 Susan stands her ground. Her nostrils flare. Logan


 caves in. 


 


 LOGAN


 


 Okay. But you HAVE to promise me


 


 that you will not fire it unless


 


 it's absoloutely necessary.


 


 The CAMERA pans down to her hand behind her back.


 She crosses her fingers.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I promise.


 


 LOGAN


 


 Ok.


 


 He unlatches a gun from his holster - a .47 beretta.


 Logan hands it to Susan, careful to give it to her


 handle first. He shoots her a worried look.


 


 LOGAN


 


 It's a fully loaded 6-shooter. 


 


 I have some extra bullets - do


 


 you know how to reload?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Yes.


 


 LOGAN


 


 ... mind telling me how you


 


 know, Susan?


 


 SUSAN


 


 This ISNT an interrogration,


 


officer.


 


 LOGAN


 


 Call me Logan. Because I'm 





 gonna keep calling you Susan.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I'll call you Logan when you


 


 find my daughter. Now give


 


 me the extra bullets.


 


 Breathing in deeply, Logan hands Susan a tiny


 satchel of bullets. Susan stuffs it in her back


 pocket and smiles.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Thank you.


 


 LOGAN


 


 Now, are you SURE you dont


 


 want to come with me? I'll


 


 protect you. I promise.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Mm, thanks for the offer, 


 


 but I dont need any protection.


 


 LOGAN


 


 (raises an eyebrow)


 


 One of those, "dont call me


 


 a 'chick'" chicks, eh?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Just go. 


 


 LOGAN


 


 ...dont go too far. Come back


 


 in 15 minutes if you haven't


 


 found her. 


 


 SUSAN





 Sure thing, skip.


 


 LOGAN


 


 It's Logan.


 


 SUSAN


 


 GO!


 


 Logan backs off, waving farewell. Susan waves back,


 smiling weakly. She watches him disappear into the


 fog. Her face contorts - maybe she should've gone


 with him...


 


 No, fuck it. She can take care of herself. 


 


 THE CAMERA SWINGS AROUND


 


 to reveal several things on the kitchen counter.


 Plates of cold, half-eaten food, spilt coffee, and a


 butcher knife. Susan grabs it, examining the long


 steel blade. She straps it to her ankle safely.


 


 A residential town map is lying on the floor,


 slightly tattered, but still readable. She stuffs it


 into her inner-coat pocket. A pocket-flashlight is


 amoung the various items on the counter. She takes


 that, too.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Just call me Jamie Bond. 


 


 She takes in a deep breath, heading towards the


 diner exit doors. Susan places her hand on the cold


 glass, about to push through, when...


 


 EIIIIHHHHRRREEIIGHHHHHH...


 


 The same drilling STATIC pounds into her ears. It's


 loud and very noisy. So loud, in fact, that the


 large front glass windows begin to wobble. 


 


 Susan covers her ears, groaning, her eyes scanning


 the room. Where is that coming from...


 


 ...a booth table, located directly in front of one


 of the large glass windows. Susan sighs, heading


 towards it, finding a small POCKET RADIO.


 


 How a small thing like that could make such large


 noise baffles Susan. She stares at it, confused,


 fiddling with the buttons. It seems to get LOUDER


 and LOUDER. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 What the f...


 


 A WINGED FIGURE





 smashes through the glass window directly two feet


 away from Susan, knocking her off her feet, slamming


 onto the ground. A spray of shattered glass covers


 her. 


 


 SUSAN 


 


 immediately jumps to her feet, seeing...


 


 A "PTERANADON"


 


 with gigantic wing-span and razor sharp teeth. It


 looks exactly like the pteradactyl dinosaur, minus


 the large crest poking out of it's skull. It lets


 out a noisy SHRIEK. 


 


 SUSAN backs away, slowly, scared. It takes her a


 couple of seconds to feel the gun she's clutching in


 her right hand. She raises it, firing a couple of


 rounds into the hideous beast.


 


 PAP! PAP!


 


 It isn't fazed. PAP! PAP! It goes down, mouth still


 open, blood pouring from every orifice. 


 


 Susan continues backing away, mouth wide open,


 hyperventilating, still not believing the sight


 before her. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 What's... going...


 


 Not bothering to finish her sentence, Susan grabs


 the pocket radio and dashes out of the diner


 quickly.


 


 INT. STREETS


 


 Still empty and impotent. Susan tears up the


 pavement, running with everything she's got, not


 looking back. Not even she's sure of where she's


 going. 


 


 All Susan knows is that she needs to put distance


 between her and that horrible, horrible diner.


 


 INT. NEIGHBORHOOD - CONTINUOUS


 


 Susan runs past trees, shrubs and seemingly


 normal-looking homes before she finally comes to a


 stop, catching her breath. 


 


 After wiping the sweat off her forehead, Susan looks


 up - and examines her surroundings. While it looks


 normal enough - she cant help but shake the feeling


 of pure dread that hangs in the air.


 


 SUSAN


 


 HELLO?!


 


 (echo)


 


 HELLO?!


 


 (echo)


 


 Hello...


 


 (echo) 


 


 hello...


 


 Susan takes in large amounts of oxygen, eyes darting


 back and forth, trying to find some semblence of


 human life. But there is none. 


 


 She takes a step forward, but stops herself


 immediately. If Susan had stepped forward once more,


 she would have fallen into...


 


 A DARK, FOGGY, BOTTOMLESS CHASM


 


 that has appeared, out of nowhere. A boundary. A


 safeguard. Susan screams out. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Shit!


 


 She realizes now, that she truly is lost. But she


 wont break yet. Susan turns around, walking down the


 sidewalk, gun still grasped in her quivering, sweaty


 hand. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 walks around town, through store-fronts, other


 neighborhoods, etc, trying to find a way out, but to


 no avail. There are chasms and collapsed bridges


 everywhere - as if some powerful force has been


 trying to isolate the town.


 


 EXT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS


 


 Taking quick, consise steps, Susan walks toward a


 generic looking two-story home. But something


 catches her eye...


 


 A RUSTY, BLOOD-SOAKED DOGHOUSE


 


 Standing a few feet away from the porch. A message


 is written on the roof in black marker.


 


 "TO SKOOL"


 


 It's written sloppily, in a slap-dash manner. Almost


 like it was written by a child...


 


 Susan turns toward the house. Perhaps it could offer


 some protection... maybe even some comfort.


 


 INT. HOUSE - SAME


 


 She steps inside. It's dim, but Sus can make out


 what's ahead of her. She shuffles down the front


 corridor, heading into the living room. Some bullets


 are inexplicably lying on a dining room table. 


 


 Confused, but feeling a bit more secured, Susan


 takes the bullets and stuffs them into a pocket. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Is someone here? I... I'm sorry


 


 for intruding but...


 


 Susan stops herself when she realizes she's only


 talking to herself. The only thing she can hear is


 her heart, pounding in her chest.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Shit-piss...


 


 She turns toward the kitchen - spotting a rustic


 backdoor. 


 


 EXT. HOUSE - INT. BACK YARD


 


 Spacious and typical, save for the fog and


 unseasonable weather. Nobody in sight... again.


 Susan lets out another controlled breath, eyeing an


 alley way behind the fenced-off back patio. She


 heads toward the fence door, ready to leave.


 


 Susan blinks, once - twice, and suddenly...


 


 IT'S DARK AGAIN.


 


 The pure dread that hangs in the air quickly turns


 panicky, demonic, and cold. Susan gasps, her eyes


 trying to adjust to the sudden darkness. She turns


 on her pocket-flashlight, placing it in her front


 jacket-pocket.


 


 INT. ALLEY WAY - CONTINUOUS


 


 Checking through her map, Susan turns toward the


 north-point of the alleyway. This will lead her


 directly toward the school... where Cheryl's


 supposed to be...


 


 Susan walks quickly. Not quite a jog, but not quite


 a slow crawl. Just a fast, desperate,


 I'm-late-for-work type walk. Her pulses race. Her


 eyes widen, trying to pick out any sign of danger


 from the various hidden crevices around her. 


 


 EEIIIGHHHRIIEEEEHHHHGHHHEEIIIII...


 


 The radio. Tuned to it's dmeonic frequency, the tiny


 hell-raiser hums to life, alerting Susan of the


 upcoming enemy. She turns around, her flash-light


 illuminating around her. 


 


 Nothing.


 


EEIEIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII...


 


 It's getting louder. Susan panicks, she cant see


 anything around her. 


 


 A couple of breathless moments. 


 


 Through the loud static, her ears pick up the soft


 pad of... dog paws?


 


 GRRRRRR...


 


 A demonic beast right behind her growls. Susan spins


 around light lightening, seeing


 


 TWO SKINNED, RED-EYED DOGS


 


 barring their impossibly razor-sharp teeth, on their


 hind legs, ready to pounce and rip their prey to


 bits. 


 


 Susan TURNS and RUNS with all she's got. The dogs


 follow suit. 


 


 SUSAN'S POINT OF VIEW -


 


 Because she's running in the dark, her flashlight


 bounces and shakes all around, making it extremely


 difficult to make out what's ahead. But she scans


 something in the distance, it's a SCHOOL BUS. 


 


 EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - CONT.


 


 Using her more agile abilities, Susan ducks and


 rolls underneath the school bus, neatly un-rolling


 and landing on the other side, right in front of the


 school. The hell-dogs try to imitate her, but end up


 getting stuck in half-way.


 


 Not wasting anytime, Susan sprints into the


 elementary school... safe from harm. Or is she?


 


 INT. SCHOOL - FRONT ENTRANCE


 


 All the running, screaming, and rolling under school


 busses has rendered Susan exhausted, natch. She


 drops to the cold, dirty linoleum floor, desperate


 to catch her breath.


 


 After a few moments of listening to her raspy


 breathing, Susan stands, wiping the sweat off her


 forehead, and she begins to walk through the school.


 


 INT. VARIOUS HALLWAYS


 


 The vacant, echoey corridors and classrooms are all


 picked out by her flashlight. It's what would any


 normal school would look like a night... but


 something's a little off. 


 


 Blood completely soaks one wing of the school, yet


 other wings are completely, perfectly clean. Large


 demonic symbols dominate the majority of the


 classrooms, ranging from the inverted pentagram to


 an obscure looking cross.


 


 INT. FIRST FLOOR - CONTD


 


 Susan pushes through the door and enters the...


 


 INT. GIRLS BATHROOM


 


 Small and compact. Closed bathroom stalls line one


 wall facing a row of sinks and a huge mirror. Susan


 steps inside, seeing a trail of thick, dark blood


 leading into a stall.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I've seen this movie before...


 


 Susan takes a step forward.


 


 SUSAN


 


 ...the big-breasted bimbo approached


 


 the trail of blood towards the closet


 


 door...


 


 She lifts up her gun slowly.


 


 SUSAN


 


 ...she held up her knife above her


 


 head... expecting... a dead body...


 


 Susan nudges the door. It lets out an unsettling


 CREAK.


 


 SUSAN


 


 ...but instead she finds...


 


 BAM!


 


 A regular, run-of-the-mill cat JUMPS down from the


 toilet as Susan opens the door. Susan nearly leaps


 to the ceiling, ashamed of herself.


 


 SUSAN


 


 ...a dumbass feline. Horror movie


 


 cliche #1.


 


 She inspects the stall closer, the blood just seems


 to... stop. Nothing in there is bleeding. The blood


 is just... there. A wild goose-chase, Wes Craven


 style. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Calm down Susan. Maybe this place


 


 is a tad more normal than the streets.


 


 CRASSSSHHH!


 


 She spoke too soon.


 


 The large bathroom mirror shatters as a DEAD BODY is


 hurled through it. The body, as well as a million


 pieces of glass fall freely to the floor. 


 


 Susan covers her mouth, trying not to scream. 


 


 THE BODY


 


 is completely hollowed out, a large, gaping hole in


 it's stomach. It's pale, blank eyes drawn open in


 surprise. Blood seems to have been massaged into the


 hair. A strange pentagram-ish mark is located on


 it's neck.


 


 THE CAT





 suddenly leaps onto Susan's shoulder, meowing.


 Enraged, she grabs the cat and hurls it at the


 ground.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Fuck you both!


 


 She scrambles out of the bathroom, SLAMMING her body


 through the exit. 


 


 EXT. GIRLS BATHROOM - INT. GIRL'S BATHROOM


 


 Susan, coming right out of the girl's bathroom walks


 right into...


 


 The Girl's bathroom??


 


 She does a double-take, perhaps her eyes are


 decieving her. But they aren't, she is, indeed, in


 the Girl's bathroom, again. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Oh jesus...


 


 Even the school is warped. Water DRIPS somewhere


 from a leaky pipe as wind WHISTLES in from the


 cracked airvent above the bathroom door. It sound


 almost like a whisper, "Suuuusaannn..."


 


 Susan spins around. The doors to the stalls are all


 closed. She bends down and scans beneath them,


 looking for feet. 


 


 Susan turns back to the mirror, eyeballing her


 reflection. Again...


 


 VOICE


 


 (off screen)


 


 Suuuusaaannn...


 


Unmistakable this time. The VOICE strikes Susan like


 a nail through the eye. It comes from one of the


 stalls. She stands thunderstruck, eyeing the stalls


 thru the mirror.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Is someone here?


 


 A long, deafening silence. And then:


 


 VOICE


 


 (calmly)


 


 It's me, Susan.


 


 Horror floods her face. She has no idea who or what


 the hell the voice is, but from the sounds of him,


 she better get the fuck out of there now. 


 


 She glances at the exit door, then the row of stalls


 she must pass to get to it.


 


 Susan checks under the stalls again. Nothing...


 where is he? She takes a baby-step forward when...


 


 TWO FEET step down from a toilet onto the floor in


 the last stall. Susan's face tightens as the stall


 door begins to CREAK open. She bolts forward, making


 a break for it.


 


 A DARK FIGURE


 


 flies out from the stall. Her flashlight,


 unfortunately, isn't appropriated enough for Susan


 to catch a glimpse of whatever it is. Susan's not


 sure she wants to see him, anyway.


 


 THE FIGURE lashes out, trying to grab her.


 


 Susan reaches out and grabs hold of a sink...


 swiftly kicking her attacker in the side, driving


 him/her/it away. She makes a break for the door,


 slamming her shoulder through, hearing the ghastly


 figure LURCHING towards her...


 


 INT. CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS


 


 Susan flies out of the bathroom door SCREAMING,


 running into the next hallway, when...


 


 She stops suddenly - something feels different. Sus


turns towards a hall, her flashlight shines upon a


 sign...


 


 "FLOOR 2"


 


 Floor 2? What the hell? She wasn't on floor 2 when


 she went into the bathroom...


 


CRRREEEEAAAKK


 


 A sound eminating from somewhere down the dark,


 forbidding hallway. Susan turns.


 


 SUSAN


 


 What now...


 


 Footsteps. Perhaps it's the figure that attacked her


 in the bathroom. She doesnt wanna stick around to


 find out - Susan grabs the doorhandle of the nearest


 door, nearly ripping it open, flying inside.


 


 INT. TEACHER'S LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS


 


 Susan slams the door immediately, bolting the lock.


 A clear, square window is located on the door about


 the size of Susan's head. She looks through, trying


 to find the culprit of the freaky footsteps. She


 cant see anything. 


 


 Fuck that, then. Susan turns around, taking a few


 steps into the spacious lounge - when she notices


 the floor is made entirely out of sand. Sand you'd


 find on the beach. Sand you WOULDNT find on the


 floor of an elementary school. In fact, the lounge,


 other than the floor, looks damn normal.


 


 Susan takes some time to explore, poking her


 flashlight through the uneasy darkness of the


 lounge. Nothing special. Nothing imposing. Nothing


 *weird*. 


 


 A phone is located on a table in the center of the


 room. Finally, some salvation!


 


 She reaches it, ripping up the reciever, placing it


 preciously against her ear.


 


 No dial tone. It's dead. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Fuck!


 


 Susan throws it to the ground, feeling inexplicably


 betrayed. She tries hard to keep a calm resolve -


 trying hard not to cry. She walks away slowly,


 trying to put distance between her and the phone,


 when...


 


 IT RINGS.


 


 Loudly, simply, like any normal phone. 


 


 But - the reciever is still off the hook. Even then,


 it still rings. Susan runs toward it, her heart beat


 quickening, eyes lighting up with joy... finally...


 she'll be able to talk to someone...


 


 SUSAN


 


 (picking up the phone)


 


 Please! God! Help me!


 


 For a long time, no one answers. After a few tense


 moments, slow, subtle static is all that Susan


 hears. A soft voice echoes through the phone...


 


 CHERYL (from phone)


 


 Mommy?...


 


 Susan's heart leaps into her throat. Tears have


 found their way, streaming down the sides of Susan's


 face in droves. She can bearly open her mouth to


 reply... through pain... godsend...


 


 SUSAN


 


 (voice cracking)


 


 Ch... Cheryl... honey...


 


 CHERYL


 


 Mommy... help me... please!


 


 The static, suddenly, becomes no so subtle. It


 becomes loud, annoying and intrusive. Sus can bearly


 hear her daughter through it all.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl, sweetie! Mommy's here!


 


 CHERYL


 


 (voice becoming quiter


 


 and quieter while static


 


 becomes louder and louder)


 


 Mommy... I cant feel anything..


 


 Mommy! I cant... breath...


 


 Help me... please... mommy!


 


 Save m--


 


 THE PHONE GOES DEAD.


 


 Susan goes absoloutely apeshit. 


 


 Tears are coming down her face like two, salty


 rivers. Her mouth is agape in speechless horror. Her


face is dirty with blood, scratches and sweat. Her


 hair is a mangled mess...


 


 She drops the phone. Soon after, she drops to the


 floor herself, running her hands through the sand,


 sobbing intensely.


 


 All hope she had before is now lost, dwindling into


 some insane hysteria, lost in an abyss of anguish


 and horror. She cries out her daughter's name,


 screaming, yelling some obscene sentences


 mish-mashed with obscene swear words. She doesnt


 even care if any of it makes sense... 


 


 Completely petrified... Susan turns to the door of


 the lounge, her face wet with tears and sweat. She


 shivers from the sudden cold.


 


 CLOSE ON -


 


 The window door. A small corner of the glass begins


 to fog with percipitation, then disappear. Then it


 fogs again, then it disappears. It's almost as if


 somebody behind the door is breathing on it...


 


 CLOSE ON SUSAN'S EYES


 


 Wide, unblinking, unmoving. Her entire body quivers


 with terror. 


 


 HER HANDS


 


 rake through the sand some more, for no reason other


 than it's taking her mind off the surrounding


 horror. It's not working.


 


 Suddenly - the sand begins pouring into the floor.


 Susan looks down, confused. The sand disappears,


 revealing a MESH-WIRE floor was underneath it all


 along. It appears to be bottomless - not even Sus'


 flashlight can spot the end... if there is one.


 


 She looks back up to the room. It's different. VERY


 DIFFERENT.


 


 The WALLS are lined with blood and flesh-clotted


 grilles, the corpses of children strung up amongst


 them with barbed wire. It's as if somebody's obscene


 nightmare has come to fruition.


 


 FURNITURE is now bloody, distorted, and ripped apart


 - like some rabid dog has used them as large chew


 toys.


 


 SUSAN looks back at the door...


 


 THE GLASS


 


 Very, very slowly, a FACE emerges from behind the


 door, REVEALING itself through the invisible glass


 barrier. And what Susan sees is horrifying.


 


 THE HEAD OF... THIS PERSON


 


 ... is bald, with silver teeth, resembling fangs.


 Yellow eyes, that are slitted like a cats, and


 chalkwhite-skin stretched painfully over a bald


 skull with an almost hooked nose. 


 


 It's cat-like eyes are obscene and demonic, and they


 possess a menacing glare unlike anything Susan has


 ever seen. 


 


 It's blood-red lips are forever curled up into an


 unsettling smile. The entire visage resembles one of


 an incredibly delirious, homocidal clown... minus


 the rainbow wig.


 


 ON SUSAN


 


 Shaking and shivering with pure fear. She has now


 officially reached hysteria, a blubbering,


 gibberish-spewing mess on the meshwhire floor.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Ggg...G...G...od....


 


 ON THE... PERSON


 


 We'll call him, The Gentleman. The Gentleman stares


 at Susan, perplexed. His already twisted smile


 contorts into a horrifying ear-to-ear grin. He's


 enjoying this.


 


 ON THE GENTLEMEN


 


 His ghastly face staring madly through the glass. He


 opens the door, revealing his TALL, SKINNY figure


 dressed in a formal tuxedo. His feet ARENT touching


 the ground, he merely glides into the lounge, his


 legs not moving at all. He doesnt carry any weapons,


 yet the mere look of him could send even the most


 hardened criminal crying for his mother.


 


 BEHIND THE GENTLEMAN


 


 comes a "Lacky". The lackeys have a caveman,


 Igor-like gait and swing their arms about. Their


 backs are huddled over, adding to their


 cave-man-esque demeanor. Their faces look exactly


 like the Gentleman's, except for a bloody gash


 ripped scross it's forehead.


 


 It's torso is bundled up in a straight-jacket, but


 the arms are not tied. 


 


 Both the Gentleman and the Lacky do not talk or


 acknowledge each other, they're just aware that both


 of them must work in tandem in order to get the


 prey... Susan.


 


 CLOSE ON Susan's face... pale and ghostly white.


 Almost matching the skin tone of the Gentleman's.


 She opens her mouth... using what's left of her


 strength to try and yell...


 


 The Gentleman never removes his eyes from Susan. He


 brings up his skinny, twig-like finger to his mouth,


 shushing her. 


 


 SUSAN SCREAMS OUT BLOODY MURDER


 


 the loudest possible scream she, or possibly any


 other human in the history of the WORLD has ever


 screamed before. Her outcry seems to echo and shake


 the very foundations of this hell-bound school.


 


 This monstrosity a few meters in front of her truly


 is mind-alteringly frightening.


 


 It's not until these two monsters advance on Susan


 when she BOLTS up like lightening, dashing past both


 of them, tearing out the door.


 


 INT. HALLWAYS


 


 She holds out her flashlight before her as she RUNS


 and RUNS. Sus nearly crashes head-on into a locker


 before she stops herself.


 


 SUSAN'S P.O.V


 


 She looks behind her... THE GENTLEMAN AND THE LACKY 


 


 are down the hall, coming towards her. Slowly, and


 silently. The Gentleman is gliding six feet off the


 ground, baring his silver, fang-like teeth. The


 Lacky shuffles in an ape-like manner, a couple of


 feet behind the Gentleman.


 


 SUSAN TAKES OFF


 


 down the hall, continuing to run for all she's


 worth. She reaches a stairwell leading towards the


 first floor. She nearly flies down it... running


 straight into the arms of...


 


 ANOTHER GENTLEMAN 


 


 accompanied by another lacky. SUSAN looks up into


 it's cold, yellow eyes. It grins at her madly.


 


 SUSAN


 


 NOOOO!!!


 


 She SHOVES the gentleman to his side harshly,


 releasing herself from his grip. Susan runs.


 


 Soon thereafter, Gentleman/Lacky #2 meet with


 Gentleman/Lacky #1. Communicating in some ways that


 arent verbal, they split up. They politely wave


 goodbye to one another with small, gentle hand


 movements.


 


 INT. SCHOOLYARD


 


 Susan practically falls over in exhaustion as she


 enters this school yard. It's completel barricaded


 all sides by walls of the school, even though it's


 still outside.


 


 The air, predictably, is still pitch black. The only


 contrast is provided by Susan's glimmering


 flashlight. A large tower is spotted in the near


 distance of the schoolyard. Susan goes toward it -


 


 A CLOCK TOWER. 


 


 Without hesitation, she rips the two front doors


 open and enters.


 


 INT. CLOCKTOWER - CONTINUOUS


 


 The space in front of Susan is incredibly cramped.


 The only thing there is a narrow, claustrophobic


 ladder which leads down... somewhere. It's certainly


 better than being back in the school with those


 weirdos, so she begins climbing down the rungs. 


 


 EXT. LADDER - SMALL SPACE - CONTD


 


 Susan climbs lower and lower for a couple of


 moments. She shines her flashlight down the narrow


 passage way - she cant see where the ladder ends. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Christ, even inanimate objects are against


 


 me. 


 


 She negotiates climbing back up. Shrugging her


 shoulders, Susan brings her flashlight up above her


 head revealing...


 


 A GENTLEMAN


 


 staring right back at her. Saliva drips down from


his teeth, mingling into Susan's eyes.


 


 SUSAN


 


 AHHHHHH!!!


 


 In a sheer moment of fear, Susan leaps back -


 forgetting that there's nothing she can fall back


 on... so she falls into the dark space, screaming


 all the way down.


 


 INT. BASEMENT


 


 BAM!


 


 She collides with the floor on her back. A couple of


 breathless moments, then...


 


 Susan groans with pain, struggling to sit up. Her


 vision clears. 


 


 The basement consists of nothing but a large boiler


 toward one end of the room and a ladder leading


 upward, on the opposite side of the wall. 


 


 Susan scans the room with her flashlight, making


 sure it's monster-free. And indeed, it is. 


 


 CRASH-BOOM!


 


 A loud noise CLANGING from the back of the room. She


 doesnt have time to find out - so Sus leaps toward


 the other ladder, and begins scrambling up the


 rungs. 


 


 INT. CLOCKTOWER


 


 As she gets to the top - she discovers that she's...


 


 ...In the exact same place she was when she entered


 the clock tower.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Huh?


 


 Oh well, no time to think it through. She BURSTS


 through the double doors -


 


 INT. COURTYARD


 


 And collapses onto the soft, moist soil below.


 Drained of all her energy. But wait... something's


 different.


 


 SUSAN'S POV:


 


 She's completely surrounded by that same, loveable


 fog. It is no longer pitchblack. No Gentlemen,


 lackies, or demon dogs in sight.


 


 DING, DONG, DING DONG...


 


 The loud, brass tone of a CHURCH BELL. Susan takes


 out her map, and locates where she is with her


 finger. The CHURCH is just a couple of blocks down.


 Somebody HAS to be there...


 


 EXT. SCHOOL - INT. STREETS


 


 Finally ridding herself of the badvibes of the


school, Susan runs freely into the streets.


 Strangely, she never thought she'd be this happy to


 see the fog again.


 


 A flap of wings stops her in her tracks. She looks


 down at her radio - there's a long crack along the


 side, followed by a mess of cut wires. It's broken. 


 


 HER P.O.V:


 


 The town's sky is literred with the PTERADONS. They


 dont attack Susan, or even see she's there. They


 just fly, glide and swoop around, like actual


 pteradactyls might have done. Some perch on the top


 of homes, resting.


 


 FADE TO:


 


 INT. SILENT HILL CHURCH - CONTINUOUS


 


 The CAMERA fades in on a statue of the Virgin Mary.


 Blood streams down her two eyes - the camera follows


 the stream - it goes down all the way to the bottom


 of the statue. A miracle. 


 


 The CAMERA widens, revealing a very gothic, yet


 strangely secure looking church. Pews line up both


 sides of the wide room. Stain glass windows are all


 over the walls.


 


 RIGHT IN FRONT OF THE STATUE


 


 is an altar of some sort, with hundreds upon


 hundreds of unlit candles scattered amoung various


 mythical-looking things. A woman in a shroud, with


 her back turned to us, stands in front of it.


 


 THE LARGE DOUBLE-DOORS


 


 at the opposite end of the Church opens. We briefly


 glimpse the foggy outdoors before SUSAN steps inside


 and closes the doors behind her. 


 


 OMINOUS ALTAR MUSIC begins playing. Susan peers


 through the center aisle toward the shrouded woman.


 Sus takes a couple of steps forward. The woman turns


 around...


 


 She appears to be in her early 50s. But she dresses


 like a 90 year old gypsy: mounds of old beaded


 jewelery, a quilted shroud over her head that goes


 down to her knees, but doesnt cover her face, and a


 pair of piercing, black eyes. 


 


 Susan holds her breath. For a few moments, neither


 of them say anything to each other, when...


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 Welcome. 


 


 A pause.


 


 SUSAN


 


 I... uh...


 


 The woman turns around again, striking a match. She


 lights one candle - and as if by magic, the other


 hundreds of candles are lit up, too. 


 


 SUSAN's eyes widen, perplexed.


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 The town and I have been waiting 


 


 quite some time for you, Miss Kidman.


 


 It was foretold to me through


 


 Gyromancy.


 


 The woman speaks with a subtle, aristocratic british


 accent. It's not so subtle that it isn't noticeable,


 but it isn't so commanding that you'd figure she's


 some British snob.


 


 SUSAN


 


 What are you talking about? How did you 


 


 know my name?


 


 The woman says nothing, merely rearranging candles


 into a more decorative position. 


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 You are of the Wiccan faith, no?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Yes... I am.


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 (nodding)


 


 And is that your natural hair colour?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Um, yes, I was born with blue streaks


 


 in my hair.


 


 Silence. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Who are you?


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 My name is not important. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Fine then - what happened to Silent


 


 Hill?


 


 The woman begins walking towards the other end of


 the Altar.


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 Silent Hill... is being consumed by


 


 darkness.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Yeah, I figured. Care to be more


 


 specific?


 


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 I'm afraid I must be vague with you,


 


 Miss Kidman. For this is a very 


 


 personal quest. You want the girl,


 


 dont you?


 


 SUSAN


 


 Cheryl! How do you kn-


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 (turning towards her)


 


 I know that you are looking for her.


 


 I know that you're life, as of now,


 


 is in what seems to be a slump.


 


Susan squints, trying to stare down the woman in


 front of her. But it doesn't faze the woman one bit.


 


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 I know that you must rescue this town


 


 from damnation.


 


 Since Susan cant stare her down, she figures she'll


 attack her with sass.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Uh... lady? I'm a 20 year old single


 


 mother with college loan fees that cost


 


 more than it would to send China's


 


 population to Mars. I find it doubtful


 


 that I'm supposed to be Silent Hill's


 


 saviour.


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 Oh, you are much more than a mere 


 


 small town's saviour, my dear. Much


 


 more than that. Try thinking on a


 


 larger scale...


 


 Susan looks at a crack in the floor, breathing in


 deeply, trying to take all this information in.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Then what do I do? Stay away from


 


 kryptonite, find a spunky, niave


 


 sidekick? Perhaps I'll ask Bruce


 


 Willis for some advice?


 


MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 (unaffected)


 


 You must use The Flauros to pierce


 


 The Blind Soul - the very power that


 


threatens this town.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Um... lemme insert this into the


 


 ol' thinker: use powers to threaten


 


 town, and blind souls with a tauros.


 


 The woman glares at Susan displeased with the way


 she's handling the situation.


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 If you want to save your daughter,


 


 my child - you will take this 


 


 operation seriously.


 


 The woman holds up a pendant in front of Susan, a


 stainless steel pyramid like object, in the shape of


 a pentagram. It's marked with a black line that runs


 around it. 


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 This is The Flauros. With it's 


 


 guiding light, it will lead you to


 


 the Blind Soul, where you will vanquish


 


 it with it's powerful Athame. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Uh...?


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 It will strike down the walls of darkness 


 


 and counteract the wrath of Samael, and bring 


 


 The Blind Soul to justice. Follow the


 


 path of the Flauros if you wish to 


 


 find your daughter...


 


 Susan stares at her, confused. She tries to make


 sense of what she's saying, but she cant. Besides,


 she must just be some crazy old lady...


 


 SUSAN


 


 Wait - I know what an athame is. It's


 


 a god-damn black handled knife that


 


 covens and solitary witches use 


 


 to represent the element of air.


 


 And last time I checked, they werent


 


 used to "vanquish" slaughter-happy demons.


 


 Susan points at the tiny pendant.


 


 SUSAN


 


 There's no way THAT can be called


 


 an athame.


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 (ignoring her)


 


 Your next destination is the Midwich


 


 Hospital. If you want to stop this


 


evil, I suggest you get there before


 


 it is too late.


 


 She places the Flauros onto the altar, and begins to


 walk towards a door behind the statue. 


 


 MYSTERIOUS WOMAN


 


 Flauros... the cage of peace.


 


 (pause)


 


 Beware, the streets are lined with


 


 Samael's demonic pets.


 


 The woman walks off screen. Susan grabs the Flauros


 and puts it around her neck.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Hey, if you think the streets are bad,


 


 you should see what a fuckjob the school


 


 is. 


 


 SLAM!


 


 The woman shuts the backdoor loudly. Susan runs up


 to it, pounding her fist against the wood.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Hey - HEY! It's safer in numbers! 


 


 No answer. Susan kicks the door lightly.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (under her breath)


 


 Well fuck you, too.


 


 EXT. HOSPITAL - INT. STREETS


 


 The CAMERA pans down from the rooftop of a nearby


 house until it rests on the foggy street outside of


 the hospital. It looks large and typical. 


 


 SUSAN approaches on-camera, looking up at the


 4-story, sprawling building. She slips her gun in


 her back pocket, walking up the entrance stairs,


 into the main building...


 


 INT. HOSPITAL - WAITING ROOM - CONT.


 


 Some of the fog seems to have seeped in, and now the


 entire building has an eerie, pale white 'aura' to


 it. As everything else, Susan sees a sterile,


 abandoned building with no such living people in


 sight.


 


 She walks down a hospital corridor, and approaches a


 door marked "Staff Lounge". Sus pushes the door


 open...


 


 INT. STAFF LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS


 


 We FADE IN ON the face of a dead pteradon, it's


 lifeless body sprawled on the ground. The CAMERA


 widens revealing a fresh bullet wound to it's side.


 It pans even WIDER, revealing somebody standing


 above it with a gun, smoke fresh from the chamber.


 


 This is DOCTOR MICHAEL KAUFFMAN, a tall, strapping


 man in his late 40s. He wears a formal business


 suit, with his suitcase in clasped in his gun-free


 hand. His face expresses a strange sense of


 calm-ness, despite being in a less-then-calm


 situation.


 


 THE DOOR OPENS


 


 And SUSAN walks inside. Dr. Kauffman reacts


 immediately, holding up the gun towards her


 direction. She lifts her hands above her head.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Dont shoot!


 


 He lowers his gun, realizing it's a human -


 something he hasn't seen in days and days. 


 


 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 Forgive me, I've seen nothing but


 


 monstrocities for what seems like


 


 weeks...


 


 Susan lets out a sigh... finally revealed to see


 somebody normal.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Understandable. 


 


 Dr. Kauffman kicks the dead dinosaur-like bird in


 the side, looking back at Susan. 


 


 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 Who are you?


 


 SUSAN


 


 I could ask you the same thing.


 


 


 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 Ah, my name is Doctor Michael 


 


 Kauffman, I'm the director here


 


 at Midwich Memorial Hospital.


 


 SUSAN


 


 Susan Kidman.


 


 She sticks out her hand - offering a shake. The


 doctor only gives her an inexplicably grimey stare.


 


 SUSAN


 


 So... can you tell me what 


 


 happened here? Everyone I've 


 


talked to doesnt know, or wont 





 tell me.


 


 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 I'm afraid I cant offer much


 


 help. I... fell asleep in the


 


 lounge here, and when I woke


 


 up, it was... like this. 


 


 SUSAN


 


 I see. Well, have you seen a 


 


 little girl around her? I'm


 


 looking for my daughter... she's


 


 seven years old, short, black


 


 hair?


 


 Dr. Kauffman thinks about this - then he spots


 something shiny out of the corner of his eye. The


 pendant around Susan's neck. The Flauros.





 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 No, I'm sorry. With all those


 


 monsters running around, I highly


 


 doubt that she's...


 


 He stops in mid-sentence, seeing the panic flooding


 over Susan's face.


 


 


 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 I... I apologize. I didnt mean to


 


 alarm you.


 


 And with that, the doctor rudely shoves past Susan


 and begins walking toward a back door in the lounge.


 


 


 SUSAN


 


 Wait - where are you going?


 


 DR. KAUFFMAN


 


 I have some business to take care


 


 of.


 


 SUSAN


 


 But it's safer in -


 


 SLAM


 


 goes the backdoor. 


 


 The abruptness of it all leaves Susan standing still


 for a couple of seconds.


 


 SUSAN


 


 (yelling after him)


 


 Mind explaining to me this


 


 current trend of Silent Hill 


 


 citizens being a bunch of rude-


 


 asses?


 


 No answer. A long silence, then Susan walks up to


 that door and turns the knob. The door is locked. 


 


 Although she masked it with a highly developed


 hostile, cynical-sarcasm, Susan was very, very aware


 of the fact that all three people she has met,


 Logan, The Old Lady and Michael have left her. She


 didn't want to die alone. 


 


Before leaving the lounge, she grabbed the hospital


 map off the table.


 


 EXT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS





 Everything is extremely gray and murky, yet not


 totally run-down or dilapidated. It just has a very


"unclean" feeling washed into every pore of this


 place...





 Susan found herself in a long corridor. To the


 right, were lots and lots of doors. To the left,


were lots and lots of windows. Dim sunlight peered


 into the hall.


 


She wanders - aimlessly, for what seemed like hours,


 but was only minutes. Sus finds nothing - no


 answers, no other people - no Cheryl. 





 After entering a random hallway, she spies an


elevator. She presses the up buttom, and enters the


 parted elevator door. 


 


 INT. 2ND FLOOR - LANDING





 The elevator comes to a stop, the doors open, and


 Susan steps out. The place she's in now looks like


 some sort of lobby. There's nothing here save for a


 couple of double doors, that probably lead to the


 actual 2nd floor wing.


 


She tries them - locked. Grr! Susan screams out,


 pounding the door furiously. 


 


SUSAN


 


 Cheryl...


 


 Oh well. She heads back to the elevator. 


 


 INT. ELEVATOR


 


 Now, Susan has the choice of either going to the


 basement, back to the first floor, or to the third


 floor. She blinks. Notices a button... that she


 hasnt noticed before.


 


 A button to the fourth floor. 


 


 Susan knew that some buildings didnt have a 4th


 floor button because the asian knew the letter 4 was


 the verbal equivalent to the word "death". But...


 this seems to have sprung up from nowhere.


 


 Hm. She presses it.


 


 BRRRRMMM


 


 The elevator hums to life - begins to approach the


 4th floor... but Susan begins to groan, her head


 aching...


 


 FLASHBACK -





 A vision. A vision of a girl - Cheryl? No... it


kinda looks like Cheryl... but older. In her teens.


 She enters some sort of antique shop...


 


 DING!


 


 The elevator stops, having landed on the fourth


 floor. Susan stumbles out, her vision clearing.


 Lightheaded.


 


 Her vision finally restores itself. She gasps.


 


 Suddenly... inexplicably... the hospital is made out


 of burnt steel.


