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FADE IN:
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
A frayed silk thread dips between a woman’s purple-gray lips,
then emerges like a tiny sharpened pencil.
Dull metallic tapping rings out in the distance, muffled by
heavy blackout drapes over the windows.
The thread passes through a needle eye, and the woman begins
to sing in a hushed rasp, the same key as the tapping -WOMAN
You are my sunshine, my only
sunshine -INT. WOOD SHOP - DAY
Golden morning sun rays beam down through clouded window
panes to illuminate sawdust particles floating in the air.
WOMAN (V.O.)
You make me happy, when skies are
gray -The same tapping, now sharp and loud, draws a sympathetic
ring from old hand tools hung from pegs on the walls.
WOMAN (V.O.)
You’ll never know dear, how much I
love you -Worn black boots crush a cloud of curled wood shavings on the
dirt floor.
Muscular forearms bulge from white linen sleeves rolled to
the elbows. They wield a hammer and chisel.
WOMAN (V.O.)
Please don’t take my sunshine away.
THE CARPENTER, early thirties but weathered, stops working
the wood and sets his hammer down.
He tests the chisel’s edge against his thumb. Still sharp
enough to draw blood, which it does.
He sucks the bleeding thumb, then brushes away the chiseled
wood slivers with his free hand to reveal an engraving -“Born”

2.
EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY
A powder-blue 40’s sedan kicks up a dust swirl, then halts
between a run-down Victorian and a few tired outbuildings.
The Carpenter leans in the doorway of the wood shop, wiping
his hands with a rag.
As the engine dies, the air turns thick with cicada buzz.
The Carpenter crosses a cracked dirt drive toward the car.
INSIDE SEDAN
DOC SPINNER, late fifties, checks his pocket watch through
round-frame spectacles. Eight o’clock on the dot.
He draws a handkerchief from his blazer pocket and pats his
forehead dry.
He peers out through his dusty windshield, sees the Carpenter
approach. Lets out a sigh.
DOC SPINNER
Mornin’, Carp!
DRIVEWAY
The Carpenter squints, frowns up at the rippling sun.
Doc rolls out of the car clutching a black medical bag. He
extends a hand to shake.
DOC SPINNER
Eight o’clock and it feels like the
devil’s oven already, don’t it?
The Carpenter doesn’t stop, just slows down enough to squeeze
Doc’s hand for a moment.
Doc.

CARPENTER

They head toward the front porch. Doc spots sawdust on the
Carpenter’s boots as they thump the steps.
DOC SPINNER
Thought I smelled fresh lumber.
(inhales)
Now what is that, cherry wood?
The Carpenter swings the screen door open for Doc.
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CARPENTER
Black walnut.
DOC SPINNER
Oh, fine wood. Fine, fine, fine.
Hard as nails. What is it you’re
crafting?
CARPENTER
It’s for the child.
The Carpenter follows Doc through the door.
DOC SPINNER
For the baby! Of course, of course.
The old spring on the door snaps it shut like a rat trap.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The CARPENTER’S WIFE, late twenties, owner of the purple-gray
lips, sits upright in a four-poster bed.
Pale, sickly. Eyes dark, sunken. Emaciated.
But she is very pregnant.
She draws another silk thread into her mouth with a trembling
hand, then threads a curved needle.
Across her belly lies an embroidered baby blanket with
scalloped edges and finished with a ruffled net lace.
A hesitant knock draws her attention to the door. She clears
her throat.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
I’m decent.
Doc enters with an uneasy smile. She returns it.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (CONT’D)
My word, Doctor Spinner, don’t you
have any sick people to tend to?
UPSTAIRS HALLWAY
The Carpenter closes the door behind Doc. He lingers, leans
in with an ear to the door panel. Hears only muffled voices.
At the end of the hall, a red stained-glass window catches a
glint of morning sun, casting pink against the walls.
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INT. WOOD SHOP - DAY
A chisel works the wood. Stops and pulls away, revealing the
numbers -“1954”
EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY
A rust-pocked thermometer reads ninety-four.
The rhythmic squeak of a water pump cuts the heavy cicada
buzz as the Carpenter tries to fill a metal pail. It’s
nothing but a trickle.
He glances up to the empty bedroom window, then back down to
a tarnished pocket watch in his palm. Twenty after nine.
He snaps the watch shut and drops it into his pocket.
He inspects his cut thumb, squeezes a blood drop into the
pail which spreads like a red hand through the dirty water.
The screen door opens with a sudden pop and scrape. Doc
emerges onto the porch.
DOC SPINNER
We need to talk.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The Carpenter’s Wife stands at the window, squints at the two
men in the driveway, voices silenced by the glass.
Doc shakes his head as he speaks. The Carpenter looks the
other way, toward the wood shop.
The Carpenter’s Wife rubs her protruding belly.
INT. BARN - DAY
The Carpenter kneels beside a sick pig lying on the straw.
He puts his hand on her abdomen. The sow moans pitifully.
INT. WOOD SHOP - NIGHT
The Carpenter’s saw rips through a board on saw horses.
Sweat pours down his contorted face.
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Each thrust more aggressive until the blade tears through the
end of the board, falling to the floor with a dusty clatter.
INT. KITCHEN - DAY
The Carpenter hunches over a plate, shoveling down runny eggs
and bloody steak.
The Carpenter’s Wife stands at a sink full of dirty dishes.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
I want to name her after my Nana.
The Carpenter doesn’t look up from his breakfast.
CARPENTER
We been over this. It’s a boy.
(another shovel)
I need a boy.
The Carpenter’s Wife closes her eyes, lids dark as the
circles beneath them.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
We’ll make it, Haddon.
The Carpenter drops his fork onto his plate with a loud
rattle that seems even to startle him.
He wipes his mouth with a napkin and looks out the window
onto his dusty fields.
CARPENTER
When I need rain it snows.
The Carpenter’s Wife sighs. She ponders her own reflection in
the window over the sink.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
I know it’s a girl.
(lifts her chin)
She’s stealing my beauty.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The Carpenter’s Wife pulls silk thread from a conical spool.
She draws the end into her mouth, sucks it to a point, then
threads a needle.
She coughs. Lightly at first, then it builds. A hacking fit.
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AT DRY SINK - MOMENTS LATER
She splashes water on her face from a bowl.
Looks in the mirror, a reflection like death warmed over.
She bares her teeth. Pulls her bottom lip down with two
fingers. Her gums have a bluish cast.
DOC SPINNER (V.O.)
Well, I think so too, but for the
life of me I can’t figure -INT. DOC SPINNER’S OFFICE - DAY
Doc holds a phone to his ear. Listens.
DOC SPINNER
If you put my soles to the coals
I’d say psychological.
He listens again. Sighs.
INT. WOOD SHOP - DAY
The rhythmic swoosh of an unseen hand wood plane at work.
Curled wood shavings litter the dirt floor. More fall with
every pass of the wood plane.
DOC SPINNER (V.O.)
No. No, I can’t rule it out, but
that’s a hell of an accusation.
I don’t take it lightly.
A long board held in an old hand-screw vise.
The blade of the Carpenter’s plane hisses across the glass
smooth edge of the once rough lumber.
INT. BARN - NIGHT
A gas lantern hisses.
The Carpenter stands over the sow. A glowing cigarette
dangles from his lips.
The sow wheezes.
Beside her, a row of glistening translucent piglets lie
motionless on a mat of blood-stained straw.
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INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT - DREAM
An ear-splitting thunder crack.
Lighting illuminates the hallway in stuttering flashes.
The Carpenter’s Wife stumbles from the bedroom barefoot,
cradling her abdomen.
Her teeth clench with a sudden pain.
Heavy rain roars against the metal roof.
She fumbles through the dark, feeling her way down the
papered wall with one hand.
She stops when her fingers find a push-button light switch.
Click. Nothing.
Haddon?

CARPENTER’S WIFE

Her breathing turns short and labored. Her face a mask of
discomfort.
Another lightning flash makes the stained-glass window glow a
brilliant red for a split second.
Her water breaks, spilling over the floorboards like oil in
the dark.
Haddon!

CARPENTER’S WIFE (CONT’D)

ENTRY HALL
The front door stands wide open to the storm.
Muddy foot prints track through the hallway.
The Carpenter’s Wife lumbers downstairs, clutching her belly.
She reaches the bottom step and peers into the parlor. Empty.
Dining room. Empty.
The screen door batters in the wind, then cracks violently
against its frame before it’s sucked back out into the storm.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
(a mix of pain and joy)
Haddon, please! The baby’s coming!
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DRIVEWAY
She trudges through the mud toward the wood shop, where a dim
yellow light burns in the window.
Her moans barely audible over the torrential rain.
OUTSIDE WOOD SHOP
The Carpenter’s Wife fights with the door against the wind.
A gust throws it open and she falls through, exhausted.
She clutches her belly and straightens herself up, needled by
rain blowing sideways through the open door.
An oil lamp rattles in the wind, casting a flickering light.
On the workbench sits -A COFFIN
No more than a yard long.

Child-sized.

For an infant.

A flash of lightning illuminates a figure in the shadows.
It’s the Carpenter. His face a mask of evil.
A deafening thunder crack as the Carpenter’s Wife shrieks -INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The Carpenter’s Wife shrieks, thrashing as Doc and the
Carpenter struggle to restrain her.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
He poisoned my baby!
Doc fumbles with a hypodermic needle.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (CONT’D)
He poisoned my baby!
CARPENTER
Dammit, Doc!
Doc manages to jab what little meat remains in her upper arm.
She flails a few moments longer -CARPENTER’S WIFE
Daddy was right.
-- then goes limp.
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The Carpenter glares at Doc. Doc winces, pats his forehead
dry with a handkerchief.
INT. PARLOR - DAY
The steady tick-tock of a grandfather clock.
Doc and the Carpenter stare at it as though it might do
something else.
DOC SPINNER
What did she mean by that?
Tick-tock. Tick-tock.
CARPENTER
She was dreamin’, Doc. It don’t
mean shit.
Doc removes his glasses and rubs his eyes. Puts them back on.
DOC SPINNER
Is she having trouble with her
eyes?
CARPENTER
What kind of trouble?
DOC SPINNER
I mean does she see things?
Tick-tock. Tick-tock. The Carpenter stares back stone-faced.
DOC SPINNER (CONT’D)
You know... hallucinations?
Why?

CARPENTER

A telephone rings in another room.
The Carpenter stares at Doc.
Ring, ring. Doc squirms. Ring, ring.
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
The room is filled with sewing paraphernalia -Bolts of fabric, spools of thread, rolls of fringe. Patterns,
pincushions, swatches and thimbles.
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A dressmaker’s mannequin in the corner.
The Carpenter sits on a radiator next to the bed, watching
his wife sleep.
EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY
Doc’s sedan pulls into the driveway.
Through the windshield a curtain of green storm clouds
gathers in the distance.
The low rumble of a thunderhead as it creeps toward the farm.
The sedan’s heavy door groans toward a rattling slam as Doc
gets out. Looks around. The place feels deserted.
Carp?

DOC SPINNER

A rusty weather vane moans and begins to dance as the wind
wakes it from a stagnant summer.
Doc glances toward the house. No lights downstairs. Glances
up to the bedroom window. Dark, as well.
Tap. Tap. Tap.
The familiar chime of a chisel and mallet from the woodshop.
Doc turns and heads toward the sound.
INT. WOOD SHOP - DAY
The Carpenter pounds the chisel, pinching off fine slivers of
black walnut that spit into the air like sparks.
Doc steps through the door. Lightning flickers faintly behind
him, too far to hear the accompanying thunder.
DOC SPINNER
Storm headed this way.
The Carpenter doesn’t look up. Keeps working his chisel.
CARPENTER
Just heat lightning.
Doc steps closer. The Carpenter’s work is covered by an old
burlap sack except for the small section he’s working on.
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DOC SPINNER
Your sow give birth yet?
CARPENTER
All but one stillborn and it won’t
see the morning.
Doc studies the amorphous shape beneath the burlap.
DOC SPINNER
Least you still got the sow.
The Carpenter shoots him a glare.
CARPENTER
If she dies, she dies.
DOC SPINNER
Look, I wish to God I knew what the
matter was with your wife -The Carpenter grips his mallet and chisel tighter.
DOC SPINNER (CONT’D)
This could be a question of her or
the baby, Carp.
The Carpenter finally stops.
CARPENTER
Well you ain’t gonna find the
answer here.
Doc frowns and turns to leave. Pauses without turning back.
DOC SPINNER
She can have thorazine for the
spells.
The Carpenter nods toward Doc’s back in agreement.
He pulls the chisel away to reveal the words -“God’s Will”
CARPENTER
It’s in His hands now.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The Carpenter’s Wife stitches a delicate lace fringe to the
baby blanket.
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She holds it up proudly as the Carpenter enters.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
Look, Haddon. Isn’t it coming
together beautifully?
The Carpenter nods almost imperceptibly, then sits down on
the radiator beneath the window.
His eyes roam the patterns in the blanket as his wife sews.
Pinks and yellows. Roses and daffodils. A girl’s blanket.
She sucks another silk thread, makes a bitter face.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (CONT’D)
Could I have a glass of water
please?
AT DRY SINK
The Carpenter pours a glass of water from a tin pitcher, then
pulls a small paper pharmacy bag from his pocket.
CARPENTER’S WIFE
It’s a blessing. That’s all I can
say... a blessing.
The Carpenter drops two pills from the bag into his palm.
EXT. FIELD - DAY
The Carpenter drives a tall-wheeled tractor with trailer in
tow across anemic crops as the sun dips below the tree tops.
A bone-dry creek bed cuts the southwest corner like a scar.
He shovels eight dead piglets into the creek bed.
EXT. FIELD - NIGHT
The Carpenter watches the carcasses burn in the creek bed.
Fat sizzles and pops, dripping over the river rock beneath.
INT. WOOD SHOP - NIGHT
A chisel works the wood. Pulls away. The slivers blow aside
revealing the letters -“Died”
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT
The Carpenter sits at the table, tearing a white bedsheet
into strips. His lips mouth a silent prayer.
With a teary eye he glances at his pocket watch, which sits
open on the table beside the empty pharmacy bag.
A pot of water boils over with a hiss onto the stove.
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
An ear-splitting thunder crack. Heavy rain pelts the roof of
the house with a roar.
The Carpenter’s Wife starts awake in bed.
Lightning illuminates the hallway in stuttering flashes.
She reaches over to the night stand. Switches on a lamp.
A white sheet covers her up to the chest.
Her hands jerk instinctively to her belly. It’s flat.
Confusion. Panic.
She throws off the top sheet. Nightgown soaked with blood.
Too terrified to scream, she kicks away the sheet. The
mattress beneath soaked black with blood.
INT. DOC SPINNER’S OFFICE - NIGHT
Doc sits at his desk, poring over medical books. He takes his
glasses off to rub his tired eyes.
A pounding at the door startles him.
OUTSIDE
It’s raining cats and dogs.
The wheels of a telegram delivery truck spin through the mud
as it fishtails back out onto the road, revealing -Doc Spinner standing in the doorway. He reads a telegram from
the University Hospital.
Doc scans for key words in the body of the telegram --
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“... anemia... delusions... ”
DOC SPINNER
Son of a bitch.
BACK INSIDE
He snatches up the phone -RECORDED OPERATOR (V.O.)
All local circuits are down. Please
try your call again -Doc slams the receiver down and bolts out the door, leaving
the telegram on his desk. At the bottom, in bold print -“Lead Poisoning”
INT. WOOD SHOP - NIGHT
The Carpenter’s Wife spills through the doorway.
Hand tools scrape and rattle in the wind.
Lightning illuminates the workbench for a moment. It’s empty,
except for the mallet and chisel.
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT
Doc Spinner’s sedan barrels through flash flood.
INT. FRONT HALL - NIGHT
The Carpenter’s Wife plods through the hallway, leaving a
trail of muddy foot prints.
The porch lights flicker and go dark.
PARLOR
The Carpenter sleeps peacefully in a rocking chair. His white
linen shirt now stained dark with blood.
His wife creeps up behind him from the shadows as the
grandfather clock strikes midnight, sounding its first chime.
She studies his face for a moment.
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Second chime.
She begins to sing in a hushed rasp, the same key as the
clock chime -CARPENTER’S WIFE
You are my sunshine, my only
sunshine.
Third chime.
She draws the mallet back, ready to drive the chisel through
the back of her husband’s skull as he sleeps.
Fourth chime.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (CONT’D)
You make me happy, when skies are
gray -Fifth chime.
Headlights beam through the window over the Carpenter’s face.
His eyes flutter open and he squints against the dark.
Barb?

CARPENTER

Sixth chime.
BEDROOM
Dozens of conical thread spools sit atop the dresser.
Seventh chime.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (V.O.)
Nobody knows dear, how much I love
you -Eighth chime.
In fine print, beneath rows of Chinese characters, a label on
a thread spool with two words in English -“Lead Silk”
Ninth chime.

16.
NURSERY
A newborn lies motionless in a dark wooden bassinet.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (V.O.)
Please don’t take my sunshine -Tenth chime.
Chiseled into the arc above her head, these words -“Born August 13th, 1954
Diedre Rose O’Connor
God’s Will, Our Joy”
Eleventh chime.
CARPENTER’S WIFE (V.O.)
Please don’t take my sunshine away.
The baby girl wriggles in the bassinet. She cries.
Twelfth chime.
A familiar metallic tap rings out from the parlor downstairs.
FADE OUT.

