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EXT: FLOWERY FIELD
A young girl in an equally flowery dress is running happily towards someone (from that person’s view).  His right hand is outstretched as she runs from a distance toward him.  With only his outstretched hand and her happy face in view, there is a faint dripping noise which progresses to a loud roar as she runs closer. Before the little girl reaches his outstretched hand, the dripping noise becomes thunderous and shakes the picture into darkness. 
Black Screen
Dripping noise again- It grows slowly from subtle to thunderous.  

INT: WELL
Inside a damp dark place from William’s view                                           
                WILLIAM
Abigail. I can’t reach you.  I just want to hold you again.

He is awoken by the dripping noise and a fierce throbbing pain that covers his whole body. He blinks and blinks some more. Every blink reveals something new about where he is, and with every blink he moans as it becomes evident it pains him extremely to do so.  
(Blink) He’s in a dark place.                                       
(Blink) He’s in a wet place.

                William
What a horrible dream…that poor little girl.  I have to get up and help her.  I can’t get up.  
What am I going to do now? Where am I? 
He goes to check his watch with his left hand, and that attempt of movement causes agony and he yells and then stops. 
William                                               

             Oh God I can’t move…someone help!

With difficulty, he opens his mouth again to scream, but just a faint scratchy breath comes out.  This attempt to scream pains him so much he stops at half a second after he starts.  
His right hand is swishing back and forth in a shadowy pool of dirty water. He struggles to lift the dirty water onto his face, and then pours it on.  The small amount of water his left hand cupped splashes upon the top of his forehead, making him aware of a deep open wound.
                        William:
              Oh God.
His head twitches hopefully as he can finally voice words.  That initial fall of water splashes into a network of small streams making its way down. Its bumpy downward path pains him into realizing every wound he has on his face. He is wounded at every inch of his body. He tries to get up from his seated position, but any attempt is hopeless and painful. 
                   William                                                                                                   
So, I’m in bad shape…that’s pretty clear. I can’t move…that’s very clear.  Move my head up!
He moves his head up with pain and struggles to reveal a light at the top of a cylindrical world he finds himself in.  The cylinder narrows from where he is to the top.  He sees a bird fly past the light, and this delights him.

              William
A bird, I saw a bird. There’s life outside these walls.  I must be alive!  
His able hand is still swishing in the mucky water, and lifts it suddenly as he notices how much the water is irritating it.

  William                  
This hand is all I have right now, and I’m letting it be poisoned in this filthy water. I’ve got to do what I can to save at least this. 
He lifts his hand up and away from the pool of dirty water. 

                                                     William              
When I get home, I’m going to treat this bloody hand.  That’s the first thing I’m going to do when I get home…

Panic hits his shadowed face

                                                    William        
What does my home look like?  I can’t picture it! Where do I live?  There’s no way I live here. I don’t know my name. Who the fuck am I? It’ll cometo you, just think! It’s going to be all right. Just think… Think!
He uses his good hand to survey his surroundings.  It hurts, but he does it anyway. He feels the slimy surface that surrounds him, caresses the dip in each connecting brick.  He looks up at the circular hole of light.
                                                   William
I’m at the bottom of a well.  I slipped and fell in a well.  Oh god! From the looks of how deep it is, I’m lucky to be alive at all. How long have I been down here? Who knows how long it’ll be ‘till someone finds me? Oh god, I hope I die soon or someone finds me soon. The way I feel- I’d just as soon die now.  I know where I am…I’m in a well.  Now, how did I get here? What’s the last thing I remember? Nothing, damn it!
To jog his memory, in frustration, he punches himself hard in the forehead.  This pains him into convulsions. As he convulses, everything sputters into black again.  He sees the same little girls again in his mind’s eye. She is just standing there with a sad expression, looking at his outstretched hand. Then the dripping of the well water wakes him up.
                                                William           
Oh God, how long was I out? I know where I am. I don’t know how I got here, and there’s some little girl that keeps popping into my memory. She’s such a beautiful little girl, I hope she’s O.K.  Well, I hope I’m O.K. 
The dripping water has now shifted target towards his head.  There is a steady drip of water on his head wounds now.  This makes his already painful situation agonizing. 

                                               William        
I might die in here. What then? I guess I’m not the first person to ask that… Maybe heaven, maybe hell, maybe nothing. No, there’s got to be something.
Oh God, I’m sorry I don’t know any prayers, I just can’t.…Wait, I do know a prayer… It’s, Hail Mary full of grace, the Lord is wi… 
A fly buzzes around and lands on his nose, interrupting his prayer.  He tries to swat the fly, but misses and whacks his nose. 
William               
Son of a bitch! Oh shit, sorry Mary…
He winces in regret
                                             William
Oh Lord, Please forgive me. A fly landed on my nose, so I said ‘son of a bitch’ during the Hail Mary.  That’s got to be the worst thing you can say during the ‘Hail Mary.’ I’m sorry. Oh God, Please forgive me. Keep it together…it was an accident. 

He lowers his head to the palm of his good hand and begins to cry. After only seconds of this, he pops his head up in thought. 

                                             William                
Well, I know a catholic prayer, so maybe I’m catholic. Yea I must be a catholic. Now we’re getting somewhere.  I’m bound to remember other things.  Now who’s the little girl I’m dreaming of?  Must be my daughter, right? When was she born? Nothing, nothing, I can’t remember a damn thing…
He’s about to hit himself in the head again out of frustration, but stops in mid swing. He looks at his own clenched fist with an angry expression.
    William         
Oh, that was a close one. You almost got me again.  I’m not going to let you beat me twice.  This well may get me, but you won’t, you son of a…

He now looks at his hand realizing he’s having a conversation with it.  His facial expressions changes from angy to frightened.
                      William 

I’m talking to my hand now, I’m talking to my damn hand.  I’m going crazy…was I always crazy? No, no (stops crying slightly) you’re not crazy- you just hit your head on the way down.  You’re going to be all right.  Some one will notice you’re missing, and come looking for you. 
He looks up at the bright circular hole at the top of the well.  Despite the limited view he has of the outside world through the well’s small circular opening, it is apparent that it is a beautiful day outside.  Birds are chirping, and the sky is a bright blue with full white clouds speckling its backdrop. We see this beautiful view is enough to take his mind off his situation by the tranquil look on his face as he stares.  The bird lands on the edge of the well.  

                                                William
Hello bird. Welcome to my hell. You certainly are a beautiful bird.  

As he talks, the bird lifts its head as if to listen. 
                                               William
You understand me?  Go get help.  Bring some one here to help me.  I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to God.  Please Bird, get help… 
He begins to cry again and think to himself. 
                                               William
Now I’m talking to a damn bird. Sane people don’t talk to birds.  
The bird flies away.

                                                William  

 That’s about the only chance I have…a bird finding help.  I’m going to die in here.  

In the distance, muffled by the chirping of birds, he hears the faint laughter of a little girl.  The laughter seems to be getting stronger, intimating the source is getting closer. At first, just a few high pitched happy squeals, and some giggling is audible, then words can be made out. 
                                            Little girl
You said you don’t play with dolls.  You can’t have it, she’s mine.  Well, then you’re gonna have to catch me!

His eyes brighten, and he yells out                                          
William

          Abby, is that you? 

The middle of the little girl’s next sentence stops as she listens.  

                                         Little Girl
 Did you hear somethin’? 

A little boy’s voice is heard in the distance and then catches up to hers.                                        
Little Boy     
I didn’t hear anything. C’mon, let’s go back.  Dad said not to playlay over there anymore. 

The little boy’s comments cause panic in the William’s face. 

 William                
No! (coughing uncontrollably)  Don’t go! I’m down here! Help!

                                           Little Girl              

          Did you hear that?

                                           Little Boy  
          Yea, what was that?

Little Girl

          See I told you.  I’m gonna go see.

                                               Little Boy                      
          But my dad said…O.K. fine- wait up!

                                               William
I’m down here! (cough) Help! I’m in this well! (cough)

The man in the well repeats his cries, and is quieted when the little girl and the little boy’s faces enter into view in the well’s circular opening.  

Little Girl
           Are you O.K.?

                                              William                              
I’m O.K… for now, but I need you to get help for me.  Please go and get help. 

                                              Little Girl

          How did you get in there?

                William                                     
I don’t know, but I need you to get help for me quickly.

Little Girl

You don’t know how you got in there?

                                             William
No, I don’t know, but I need help right away!  So please get help! Please get help right now!
                                            Little Girl                       
          So you mean, you forgot?

The man in the well’s face grimaces with frustration.

William                             

Yes, I forgot!  I hit my head really hard on the way down, I think!  Please go tell your mom and dad that someone is stuck down here!  Please hurry!
   Little Girl                
Do you need food too? You must be hungry.     
                                   William                           
I’m not hungry… I just need you to get someone… an adult, to help me!  Please go get someone now!              
Little Girl

          Does your head hurt real bad?
                                     Little Boy                        
C’mon,stop asking questions! He just needs help.  Let’s go!  

The little boy and girl’s faces are leaning over the well.  The little boy cups his hands around his mouth to project his voice.

                                     Little Boy  

We’re going to get help!  My dad is a fireman; he’ll know what to do! We’ll be right back!  

                                    Little Girl 

Your Dad’s not a fireman, he works at the bank. 

                                    Little Boy
I just thought it would sound better if I told him…

                                 William           
Please listen!  I don’t care what your dad does for a living… just please get him quick!
Little Boy

OK Mister…keep calm… my dad’s not a fireman, but he does wear a tie, so he’s really smart. He’ll know what to do.                                   
The children leave. As evidenced by the volume of their voices, they are running away from the well.                                                         
The little girl’s voice is heard from a distance
Little Girl               
If you get hungry, there are plenty of bugs down there…eat some of them if you get hungry…(her voice drifts off)  

Throughout the back and forth, the man in the well was coughing.  At the end of it, he coughed up some blood.
The chirping birds are heard in the back round again.  He looks up through the hole at the top of the well. He sees the beautiful sky, and stares at the big fluffy white cloud directly above him as if it’s a dear friend.  He speaks directly to it.
He lifts his left hand with his right, and joins them together gesturing a prayer to the big fluffy white cloud.

William 
Dear God, you have saved me. I believe this happened for a reason. Things had to be at their darkest for me to finally see the light. I had to forget who I was to remember the person I should be. I should be a good man…devoted to your goodness. I don’t remember how many days I wasted ignoring this, but I promise to make today the first day…yes…the first day, in a life devoted to you. 
 A happy tear drips slowly down his wounded face.  He drops his limp left hand and feels around at his jean pockets with his good hand.  His face contorts with affected amazement, like a cartoon character that just had a light bulb appear over his head. 

                                                  William                      

There’s something in there.  I probably have a wallet.  Maybe I have a driver’s license.
He feels something wallet sized in his pocket.  He pulls it out to find that it is actually two pieces of folded loose leaf paper. He frantically fumbles with one hand to unfold it.  The first page reads in multi-colored crayon handwriting, 

YuR My FavRet Daddy  
                                                                                     Luv Abby

He grips that first page with his teeth to get to the second page, which is a drawing of a little girl holding hands with a man.  He studies the drawing.  His eyes open lovingly. They open even wider with each detail they notice. 
 There is a sun with a smiling face in the back of the two. The sun is colored yellow twice over.  The smiling face was drawn with a blue crayon, but looks mostly green because it’s mixed with the yellow crayon sun.   

  He notices the illustrator wanted to make it obvious the Dad and the little girl are happy.  The circles of the eyes were drawn very large, and the little dots in the large circles are pointing at each other with big smiles on their faces. The crayon-drawn couple, seem to be the picture of content, and it prompts him to look up to the fluffy cloud again and smile.

                                            William    
Thank you again God.  Thanks for showing me there’s something to live for. Whoever I am, I now know someone loves me. 
There is a voice approaching again.  This time it’s a man’s voice, and it’s approaching much faster than the children before him.   He stares up, waiting to see a shadow at the top of the well.  The voices have stopped but he can hear the man approaching by his labored breathing.

The shadow hits the side of the wall, before the man’s blurry figure appears above the edge of the well’s circular opening.  

                                                    Man                              

You alive? 

                                               William
Yea (coughing), I’m alive!  

Man
 What’s your name?

                                            William    
I don’t know…I mean…I have a daughter…I don’t remember!  Please help me! I think I that I…(coughing fit ensues and breaks any chance he has of continuing his speech)

                 Man

I called the sheriff, he’s on his way. Just stay there…Geez, sorry…where else could you go? I mean…I called the sheriff, he’s on his way!
                                          William          
          I will (cough)… I mean (cough)… thanks!

  William looks up and notices the other man’s shadow is still against the well’s wall, but has drifted away from sight. 
  William fixes his eyes again to the drawing. He notices the child quality drawings of clouds in the back round. One loosely resembles the cloud he has been looking up to.
                                                  William        
It’s you in her drawing. This is a sign.  I love you, and I will prove it for the rest of my life.  Thank you God. 

There are now a crowd of voices in the distance.  Their voices are distant and do not seem to be getting any closer.  Time goes by, and their voices sound just as far off.  The lack of progress smacks a look of frustration on the man in the well’s face. 
                                                    William
Come on. Come on. Get here already.  Tell me who I am.  Tell me I’ll be OK. Just take a deep breathe…take a deep breathe (inhale exhale).  Be patient, they’re probably just trying to coordinate this. They don’t want to screw this up, and that’s good because I definitely don’t want 
them to screw this up. But, come on! Come on!  Get here already.

The voices from a distance are now audible. There are man voices and woman voices.  There are discussions heard, but none are discernable.  The only words that can be heard are “yes,” “no” and “shit.” 
Finally, words can be heard as the group gets close enough to the well’s opening. 

                                    Distant Woman’s voice        
Is that him?

                                           Distant Man’s voice        
          Who else could it be?

The man in the well’s neck is stretched struggling to hear every word.

                                            Woman’s voice           
So what are we going to do? Should we   get him out?
                                           Distant Man’s voice           
The sheriff is on the way, we’re not doing anything without his say so. 

William tilts his head against the well wall. He faces upwards, with his eyes closed, and smiles. He then repeatedly whispers, “They know who I am, they know who I am…”

The crowd of about 15 or so (from the sound of it) has gathered around the edge of the well, and their voices echo loudly so every word is clear. 
William

I’m alive, but (cough) I’m hurt real bad.  Please get me out of here!

There is a collective gasp from the crowd, and then every one whispers to each other.  Things like, “oh my god, he really is still alive” can be heard.  

                                                  William                                                      Yes, I’m still alive, Please help me.  

This prompts another volley of gasps and faint mutterings from the crowd.  The man pauses to listen for some response.  When no response comes, he closes his eyes, cups his good hand around his mouth to project his voice.

William               

         Is my daughter Abigail OK.  Is she OK?

This prompts another gasp from the crowd, and the sound of people crying.  

                                                      A man’s voice                  

Save your voice, the sheriff will be here any second.                       
                                                     William Thinks to himself
William

He’s right… saving my voice is a good idea.  I hope nothing has happened to my little girl.  The way they reacted, I think that…Just be calm…One thing at a time.  You have to believe she’s alright, or this is for nothing.  She’s O.K., just get out of here. 
There is the sound of a squad car’s sirens approaching the well.  It stops right about where the crowd has gathered.  

                                                       William
This must be the sheriff… Just a little while longer… Hang in there. 

The car door slams shut.  An authoritative but muffled man’s voice can be heard.  The crowd starts to cheer and applaud.  

William

The sheriff is here, and they’re cheering.  They believe he can save me.  I’m gonna be strong. I don’t know how they are going to get out me of here, but I’m gonna be strong…If not for me, then for all those people…if not for me and those people, then for my little girl. They might fail, but I’ll be strong.  God bless those wonderful people. I wish I could remember my little girl.  I’ve got to be strong.
                                                           Sheriff

          He’s still alive?

                                                          Man’s voice
He’s still alive. Yes sir. 

                                                           Sheriff
Did you get everything? I want this done quickly.

                                                            Man’s Voice

Bobby’s getting everything from the barn; He’ll be here in a couple minutes.  
(continued)

Sheriff                      

Good.  Be on crowd control as much as you can.  I know this isn’t something you’re used to, but make sure they don’t get too close to this area.   The ground gets kind of slippery around the hole of this damned well.
                                                           Man’s voice

Yes sir, I’ll set up some sort of perimeter.  

                                                           Sheriff

Good idea.  This is gonna be difficult, to say the least. It’ll be a difficulty turned catastrophe if some one slips in. 

                                                           Man’s voice

Here comes bobby…Looks like he’s got everything.
Sheriff                           

Fine, let’s do this.

The man in the well, again, looks up and holds his hands in prayer. 

                                                           William                            
Dear God, good or bad, I thank you for getting me this far.  
There’s a sound of a loud old truck approaching slowly.  

                                                            Man’s Voice                        

Back up a little more.  A little more. Stop. No, A little more.  Stop.  You’re good.  OK, Let’s empty this.  

                                                               Sheriff
Get the barrel.  Bring it here…Closer to the hole.  Set her down here.  

Through the well’s opening, the top of a large barrel is seen lying flat.  

William                    

How the hell are they doing this? I hope they know what they’re doing.  Remember, be strong.

 They hack a hole in the barrel, and fluid is seen coming from the barrel towards the man in the well.  He makes a grimace.  Then he touches the liquid that they are filling the well with. With his good hand he smells it and spasms away from the scent.  He looks up and yells.
William                       
This is gasoline!  Stop! This is gasoline!

                                                             Sheriff

I know, and it’s a whole barrel of it.  That means you owe Bobby eight dollars and fifty cents.  
                                                             William 
This is scary stuff. I know you’re doing your job, but I can’t see how this is going to get me out of here.

                                                              Sheriff

          Me neither.

                                                              William     

Stop pouring it then! I’m half way covered in it.  It’s burning me.  Why don’t you just stop it?
Sheriff

Well I can’t think of a better way to burn you alive for what you did.  Can you?

                                                           William                                      

For what I did?  What did I do?  I didn’t do anything! I did nothing….nothing! I’m trapped in here!.     
                                                            Sheriff

If you consider what you did to that little girl nothing, then you deserve what you’re getting more than I thought.  

                                                            William
What little girl?  I can’t remember anything.  I don’t even know who I am.  I’m sure there’s a mistake!
The yelling causes the man in the well to cough uncontrollably, until he coughs up blood. He attempts to yell again and more blood comes out.  He can’t speak anymore. 

Man’s Voice
Sheriff, He said the girl’s name.  He asked if his daughter Abigail was OK. 

                                                            Sheriff   
            That son of a bitch!
The sheriff can be seen stretching over the well’s opening so only his face can be seen. He yells down:

                                                            Sheriff 
To answer your question sir, Abigail is not OK.  She is not your daughter and she is not OK.  And this town won’t ever be OK again until you burn for what you’ve done to her.  
The man in the well tries to dispute the sheriff, but can no longer speak.  He just grabs the drawing he has of the little girl and the man and points it towards them. Realizing they can’t see it and wouldn’t care, he pivots the picture back towards his face and stares.  He gazes at the happy crayon drawing once again; this time, with a sad smile of bewildered surrender. 

                                                      William                                                                     
I can’t be this monster they’re saying I am.  This must be a mistake.  I can’t make a case for myself.  I can’t even speak any, and I don’t remember.  I can’t even remember how old I am, never mind where I was when that girl was hurt.  I don’t even know what they’re accusing me of.  Was she murdered, or something else?  Am I being wrongly accused? I must be.  This is all a tragic mistake!
His thoughts are interrupted by the sheriff’s loud cry. 

                                                         Sheriff
OK, enough fuel.  Let’s light this evil son of bitch up and get this over with.  Bobby, grab me the torch.

The man in the well winces to hear the dialogue. 

                                                        Bobby

I don’t have no torch.  I got some matches.  

                                                        Sheriff

Now those matches can hardly light a cigarette, how the hell do you expect me to light a pool of gasoline at the bottom of this there well? That damn thing’s forty feet deep.  Get me a goddamn torch!  
                                                         Bobby

I got some wood in the barn.  If you give me fifteen minutes I’ll have it for you.

                                                        Sheriff
I’m not giving this son of a bitch 15 more minutes of life.  We thought he was dead and with the devil three days ago when we threw him down there.  This son of a bitch is gonna die now for what he did!

The man in the well has a look of surprise. He ponders to himself.
William

This guy was trying to kill me all along.  Do the rest of them know this? Does that crowd of people know this?  They were cheering for me…they don’t believe this too, do they?   

The sheriff leans back away from the well to project his voice to the crowd, and yells at his loudest.

                                                           Sheriff

We’re gonna burn him and we’re gonna burn him now!

That sends the crowd into a happy frenzy.  Shouts of “You monster,” and “You’re going to Burn in hell” echo from them, and can be heard at the bottom of the well.
The man in the well holds his head in his palm and sobs.

                                                         William
Oh dear God, I am a monster! I’m a killer, or worse. 
He looks at the crayon drawing.

William
I must have stolen this drawing from the little girl.  I don’t remember. Oh dear God I’m a monster.

He’s coughing and crying boisterously

William

I want to be sorry for my sins and beg the Lord’s forgiveness.  I can’t be truly sorry for my sins, because I don’t remember committing them. So how can I repent? I can’t even repent! That’s part of the torture! I’m gonna burn alone in this well, and I can’t even be sorry for what I did. 

The Man in the Well holds the crayon drawing up to look at it.  His eyes focus on the little girl’s happy face and thinks to himself

William
I refuse to believe I would every make that happy face sad.   I wish you were here to tell them I didn’t do this. I wish I remembered you.  I wish I remember the man I was. 

                                                        Sheriff

Anybody have something I can throw down there that will stay lit? 
                                                          A A man’s voice from the crowd speaks up.
Man’s voice
I have a lighter                                                   
Sheriff 
Now how the hell can I throw a lighter down there?  Does somebody have something that when I throw it will stay lit until it reaches the bottom of the well? 

A female voice in the crowd yells out
Female Voice

Sheriff… How ‘bout this little doll? Bobby’s little girl left it here when she found the man.  The doll’s hair seems to be dry and long. 

Sheriff

Does any body have something besides this little girl’s doll that I can light and throw down the well to burn this man to death? Seems kind of morbid, don’t you think?
A long pause, and then some inaudible murmurs form the crowd prompts the Sheriff’s next statement.

                                                        Sheriff

Oh, the hell with it… Give me the doll!  Tell Bobby I’ll get his little girl a new doll.
There’s a sound of an industrial sized flint being lit, and then a burning doll appears over the well’s opening.  

                                                        Sheriff

          Burn in hell you son of a bitch!

The doll, with its burning hair makes its way down the well.  As the doll is falling, in slow motion, the man in the well lovingly studies its details.   Watching the doll’s simple smile fall, down towards him, he smiles and lifts the crayon-drawing high up to his face.  

William

This is the end.  Father, forgive me for I know not what I’ve done.  

The Doll’s burning hair catches fire to the puddle of gasoline.  As the man in the well catches aflame, he stares at the crayon-drawing he has been holding up. 

The only thing in view is that picture of the happy girl holding hands with the equally happy adult.  The picture catches flames.  The burning drawing is the only thing in view until the flames consume it.

Fade to black

Flowery Field

We see the same girl in the flowery dress from the beginning.  This time she is happily running away from the outstretched hand and into the sunshine.  
                                               Loud Whisper
             Abigail. 
The End

