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INT. TREATMENT ROOM, THE ASYLUM

In a series of tight shots:
A leather cuff tightens cruelly around a small wrist.
Electrode plates are clamped down over a pair of thin legs.
A hand throws a switch on a bizarre and ominous machine,
sending a CRACKLE of electricity through the room.

A DOCTOR with laquered down hair and a surprisingly 
compassionate face leans over the slight figure in bed.

DOCTOR
Ready, Alice?

On the bed, young MARY ALICE BRANDON nods bravely. She’s 
waifish and pale, but there’s steel behind her eyes as she 
braces herself.

The Doctor nods to the Nurse. The Nurse slams down the handle 
of the machine --

EXT. THE ASYLUM - NIGHT

A faint SCREAM pierces the calm of the moonlit Southern 
night. 

The few electric lights burning in the windows of the rundown 
asylum buzz and flicker frantically. Once a handsome mansion, 
the building has rotted from within with age and neglect. 

A sign on the door reads:

PEARL RIVER LUNATIC ASYLUM

EXT. THE ASYLUM, GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

In the sad little cemetery, a STOOPED FIGURE turns sharply 
from his grave-digging at the sound of that SCREAM.

Meet THE GROUNDSKEEPER: a black man with the weathered face 
of a 50-year-old and the burgundy, haunted eyes of someone 
much, much, much older. 

He throws down his shovel atop the waiting corpse wrapped in 
an old sheet and storms up towards the asylum.

INT. THE ASYLUM, NURSES DESK - NIGHT

The NIGHT MATRON is just tipping something from her flask 
into her coffee when The Groundskeeper slams in through the 
doors.



THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Who put her on the machine!?

NIGHT MATRON
Who--? What--?

The Groundskeeper closes on her menacingly.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Who ordered Alice on the machine? 

NIGHT MATRON
(shocked into the truth)

Nobody ordered Alice to electro
therapy! She asked for it!

The Groundskeeper pulls up short. Rapidly re-thinking. From 
angry to worried. Eye contact broken, the Night Matron 
blinks, coming back to herself. 

NIGHT MATRON (CONT’D)
Now see here, uh --

(a beat - she can’t 
remember his name)

-- boy, you better watch that tone 
of voice --

The Groundskeeper drops a hand on her arm, his red eyes 
boring into hers with hypnotic power.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Weren’t you having a drink?

Leaving the Night Matron speechless, The Groundskeeper slams 
past, through the doors deeper into the asylum.

A passing DOCTOR notices her sputtering.

DOCTOR
Matron? 

NIGHT MATRON
That -- that -- that -- He just...
Somebody just said... Somebody... 
What just happened?

The Night Matron trails off, puzzled. Her memory’s been 
wiped. The Doctor looks from her befuddled face to the flask 
still in her hand. His expression turns stoney.
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INT. RECOVERY ROOM - NIGHT

With considerably more gentleness, The Groundskeeper raps on 
the open door.

Alice, tucked into a rocking chair facing out the window, 
turns to him. Smiles bravely over the pain and weakness.

ALICE
Is that my prince?

The Groundskeeper sweeps his old hat off to her with a 
courtly bow and draws up a chair. 

It’s clear Alice is speaking literally: beneath the shabby 
clothes The Groundskeeper carries himself with the authority 
and assurance of royalty - albeit royalty long in exile. 

When he speaks, he drops the Southern accent for something 
richer, more melodic:

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Alice, Alice, Alice. What are we 
going to do with you?

The two smile at each other. The most unlikely of friends, 
bound together by their differences.

ALICE
What did you bring me this time?

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
You’re supposed to tell me that.

ALICE
A sprig of widow’s tears in your 
right pocket, a bag of pecans in 
your left.

The Groundskeeper’s eyebrows rise, impressed. He reaches into 
his pockets, pulls out those very items.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
You’re fast tonight.

Alice’s smile fades. She doesn’t accept the offerings, turns 
away instead.

ALICE
The time is somewhat pressing.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
They tell me you asked for the 
machine.
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ALICE
I thought... maybe you were right. 
Maybe forgetting is a mercy.

(she looks down)
But it didn’t work.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
What were you trying to forget?

Alice looks out at the dark forest surrounding the asylum.

ALICE
Someone - something - is coming to 
kill me tonight.

EXT. MISSISSIPPI SWAMP - NIGHT

Two vampires in evening dress and bare feet race at full 
speed through the moonlit night. 

VICTORIA leads, heedless of the mud staining her frock’s 
satin hem. JAMES follows a step behind, his eyes alight with 
the joy of the hunt as he chases his mate.

The wind shifts. And James halts, eyes widening as a new 
scent hits him. Victoria stops a step or two later. James 
grins at her, and takes off in a new direction. Victoria 
rolls her eyes indulgently and follows.

INT. RECOVERY ROOM - NIGHT

Electrified, The Groundskeeper rises.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Enough of this. I should have taken 
you from here months ago --

He seizes her hands to pull her up --

Alice gasps --

EXT. MISSISSIPPI FOREST - NIGHT - ALICE’S VISION

Alice and The Groundskeeper flee hand in hand through the 
forest. James comes crashing down from the trees above --

INT. RECOVERY ROOM

Alice yanks free.
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ALICE
NO!

The Groundskeeper realizes--

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
It still happened. You still die.

Hands pressed to her eyes, trying to block out the awful 
sight of her own death, Alice nods. The Groundskeeper falls 
to pacing as he thinks.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER (CONT’D)
Speed isn’t enough. We need to do 
this the smart way...

INTERCUT BETWEEN THE RECOVERY ROOM AND ALICE’S VISIONS:

THE GROUNDSKEEPER (CONT’D)
We’ll take the Doctor’s car...

- A model T screeches to a halt when the headlights 
illuminate James on the dirt road.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER (CONT’D)
We’ll hide ourselves in the 
basement --

- James and Victoria corner The Groundskeeper and Alice in 
the Asylum’s dark basement.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER (CONT’D)
I’ll lead them away from you...

- Alice, alone and shivering in the woods, turns slowly to 
find James and Victoria standing behind her, grinning evilly.

IN THE RECOVERY ROOM, Alice WAILS in agony.

ALICE
Stop, stop, stop! It’s hopeless. 
There’s two of them and there’s 
only one of you.

The Groundskeeper stops cold in his steps. On the other side 
of the room, Alice too freezes. Her eyes go wide as the new 
possibility hits her vision.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Alice. What if--

ALICE
No! No.
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But she doesn’t sound certain, keeps her back turned to him. 
The Groundskeeper closes on her like a tiger.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
‘No’ it won’t save your life or 
‘no’ don’t do it?

She whirls, glares up at him.

ALICE
There’s only a chance! Only the 
slimmest possible chance that they 
wouldn’t reach me before...

She trails off, pale in the face of a destiny she never 
imagined before this moment. 

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
But a chance?

ALICE
You die!

That does make The Groundskeeper blink. Gently, Alice pulls 
her hands away from her friend.

ALICE (CONT’D)
The only way I survive is if you 
fight them to the death. Your 
death. And even then it’s still 
just a chance.
I can’t let you do that.

She sits again, eyes fixed out the window.

The Groundskeeper sits down heavily. He’s shaken, badly 
shaken at the thought of his own death.

For the first time, he too looks out the window. It overlooks 
the cemetery: the open grave and the shrouded body in clear 
sight. Alice’s future -- his present day.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Me... or you.

ALICE
There’s a future for you. I see it. 
A home. A family. Even a throne 
again if that’s what you want.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
And your future?

Alice looks hard at him.
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ALICE
I forget you.

Ouch. The Groundskeeper swallows. But pushes forward.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
That’s not what I meant. What 
happens to you? Family? Happiness? 
Love? 

All that and more, judging from Alice’s attempt to hide her 
reaction.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER (CONT’D)
And you would rather die yourself 
than see a monster sacrifice 
himself for you.

ALICE
You’re not a monster. You’re a 
king.

It’s a knee jerk reaction, but it hits The Groundskeeper 
right in the heart. He looks at this girl, the only person in 
the world he’s loved for centuries. He decides.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Then it’s time I acted like one.

Alice opens her mouth for a desperate objection --

-- but with a WHOOSH and RUSH that leaves both chairs 
overturned, the room is suddenly empty.

EXT. MISSISSIPPI FOREST - NIGHT

The roof of the asylum is just in sight as James bursts into 
a clearing -- and skids to a startled halt, Victoria a foot 
or so to his left.

The Groundskeeper, twirling his shovel like a bo staff, 
stands planted in their way, his face hidden beneath his hat.

James and Victoria exchange a look: what the hell is this?

VICTORIA
What do you want, old-timer?

James takes in a deep whiff -- and understanding dawns. He 
bares his teeth in an angry grin.
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JAMES
Well, well now. Is somebody else is 
after our prize?

Victoria starts sidling to left. Positioning for an attack.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
You will not have her.

JAMES
Of course I will. Who’s going to 
stop me? Some dried up old 
scavenger?

The Groundskeeper tilts his head up. Blood on his mouth and 
his collar as he bares his teeth right back.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
I am the crown prince of the Nok, 
ruler of the Jos Plateau. 
What are you, poor white trash?

Insulted, James SNARLS his fury -- Victoria charges forward --

RAMP DOWN TO SLOW MOTION as The Groundskeeper ducks beneath 
Victoria’s attack -- flipping her over his shoulder. He zooms 
forward, swinging his shovel. James throws up an arm to block 
-- the shovel SHATTERS on his arm -- and The Groundskeeper 
breezes past with an uppercut that lifts James off the 
ground.

EXT. THE ASYLUM, GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

Hidden in the half-dug grave, Alice writhes in agony as her 
tiny body rocks with the transformation.

Futures flash before her eyes:
- Alice red-eyed and running feral through the woods
- Alice in a gorgeous flapper gown, holding down a suited man 
as she drinks from him.

EXT. MISSISSIPPI FOREST - NIGHT

Victoria leaps onto The Groundskeeper’s back, an arm across 
his throat. James speeds by.

The Groundskeeper chucks Victoria off. In a desperate flying 
tackle he gets a hand around James’ ankle, brings the other 
vampire crashing to the ground -- but leaves himself exposed. 
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Victoria springs on him again, lets loose a flurry of 
lightening speed punches to his unprotected back. The 
Groundskeeper HOWLS in agony. James kicks free. 

In a flash he’s crouched over The Groundskeeper, his boot 
atop the older man’s throat.

JAMES
I want you to know, every minute 
you keep me here is just another 
minute we’re going to spend with 
her.

The Groundskeeper focuses his gaze right into James’ eyes. 

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
Spend with who?

James squints: what? And then he abruptly loses the cocky 
sneer, eyes going distant and face going blank and puzzled. 
As if he’s lost his train of thought. He’s forgotten Alice.

The Groundskeeper grabs James’s foot and TWISTS it hard, 
CRACKS the knee. James HOWLS and staggers. The Groundskeeper 
breaks for it into the woods - away from the asylum.

Victoria hesitates, looking at the clear path to their 
original prey.

VICTORIA
Should we -- ?

JAMES
Kill him!

He charges after The Groundskeeper. Victoria follows.

EXT. THE ASYLUM, GRAVEYARD

Alice’s fingers claw at the dirt. More futures flash:
- Flower child Alice sits surrounded by worshipful hippies.
- Dressed in Volturi robes, Alice stalks a city street.

But then: 
- A SLIM BLOND MAN in a Civil War uniform, backlit, his face 
turned away.

IN THE GRAVE Alice stills, her unseeing eyes locked upwards.

- Alice sits in an empty 1940’s diner, waiting at a table. 
The door swings open, revealing the backlit figure of the 
SLIM BLOND MAN...
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ALICE
Jasper...

Her eyes roll back in her head as she loses consciousness.

EXT. MISSISSIPPI FOREST, CLEARING

The three vampires tumble out of the woods in a pile. All 
three are in bad shape but The Groundskeeper is clearly 
getting the worst of it.

James SOCKS The Groundskeeper in the chin, knocking him back 
into Victoria, who KICKS him in the ribs -- back to James who 
BACKHANDS The Groundskeeper down to the ground. 

This time he can’t get up.

VICTORIA
You picked the wrong fight, old 
man. 

The Groundskeeper’s shoulders heave. He’s laughing through 
the pain. James and Victoria share another baffled look.

THE GROUNDSKEEPER
For once... the right fight. Maybe 
someday, you’ll understand --

Victoria’s had enough. She grabs The Groundskeeper’s chin, 
rips his head off with a sick, wet sound.

The two hunters take a moment to catch their breath.

VICTORIA
This girl had better be worth it.

JAMES
Girl?

Victoria looks at him like he’s lost his mind. James stares 
back blankly, takes a sniff of air -- and catches Alice’s 
scent again. Memory floods back.

JAMES (CONT’D)
The girl!

He zips away, leaving Victoria with the body at her feet.

VICTORIA
(off the head in her hand)

I’ll just deal with this then, 
shall I?
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EXT. THE ASYLUM, GRAVEYARD - DAWN

Deep in her newborn hunger, Alice savages the body The 
Groundskeeper left behind at the side of the grave.

From the trees James watches her, his expression one of total 
bafflement as he tries to puzzle together what just happened. 
With a rush of wind, Victoria appears, takes in the 
situation.

VICTORIA
He turned her and he left her 
dinner. I’m sorry, love. 

James shrugs off his mate’s sympathy, hiding his confusion.

JAMES
(with grudging respect)

That crazy old man.

VICTORIA
You want to finish her off now?

JAMES
No. Fair’s fair.

(he seizes his mate by the 
waist)

Besides, she’ll put up a better 
fight in a few years.

VICTORIA
That’s the spirit, love.

Victoria slips out of his grasp, backing away into the woods 
with a come hither smile. 

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
After all, we’ve got all the time 
in the world.

Victoria dashes away. James grins and follows, once again on 
their eternal chase.

At the grave ALICE perks up, head tilted, listening to 
something calling her in the wind. Eyes wide in delight, she 
gathers herself and LEAPS up, up, up into the sky...

In the woods, THE GROUNDSKEEPER’s body burns on an improvised 
pyre. As the flames lick at the crown of his head, his eyes 
are shut in peaceful repose, and a contented smile still 
plays on his lips.

11.


